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ro MR. SHARP, 
x or | 
THE OLD JEWRY, 
o 
HIS SUNDAY CONCERTS; 
1778. | 


Raer with the train, my ſoul expands her wings, 
Beyond the reach of ſublunary things; 

For how can muſic, to whoſe power we owe 

The proof that miracles exiſt below, 

Join'd with devotion ſo ſublime, inſpire _ 

An ardour fainter than a ſeraph's fire? | 

Here the gay trifler ceaſes to be vain, 

And diſſipation learns to think again; 


3 }} 


The worldling now diſcards his former love, 
The ſame immortal eeſtaſies to prove, 

Eſcapes from earth, and finds himſelf above. 
The ſacred tranſport ſtizes every, heart, 

And vice is pleas'd to borrow virtue's part ; 
The lightning's flaſh may be as well withſtood ; 
It robs us of the merit ts be good. 

From ſuch a glowing ſcene what light increas'd 
Reflects on thee, the maſter of the feaſt; 
A feaſt which native piety diſplays, 
Luxurious only in thy Maker's praiſe ; 
To hail thee, ſay what title pleafes'moſt, 
What title comprehenſive of thy poſt ? 
For ev'ry appellation known on bigh .. 
Will to thy office equally apply: 3 
Ev'n ſaints grow jealous bf thy beſt employ, 
When Heav'n comes down to ſwell the choral joy, 
And on each countenance appears expreſt ; 
A #ta to honodr the immortal gueſt, =» 

Us'd to ſuch vifits from above, to thee 
CeleſtiaFutits will familiar be; 

Tis but to die, to paſs the grave, and rife 

To take thy feat of Rory in the fries, * 

A perfect angel, for the life divitte © 
Is but one endleſs Sabbath fuch as thine. 
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MR. SHARP, 

. * 
8ET TO MUSIC FOR HIS PARTIES ON THE 
WATER, 


TO BE PERFORMED ON TAKING THE WATER, 


Tu aus, let all thy frowns ſubſide, 
Let thy kinder boſom heave 
With a gently-flowing tide, 
And our welcome bark receive. 
From the noiſy town we fly, 
Here to meet tranquillity. 


Mirth and beauty ſeek thy flood, 
Song and muſic in their train, 
Let no gloomy paſſions brood 
Here, to diſappoint the ſtrain. 
Welcome all who dare approve 
Innocence and ſocial love, 


POEMS. 


Witneſs to ſuch joys as thoſe, 
Ever mayſt thou ſmoothly flow, 
And may no rude din of foes 
Ruffle o'er thy placid brow. 
From thy lovely margin far, 
Wave the crimſon flag of war, 


— 
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 OCCASIONED 
BY | 


THE PROSPECT PROM THE THAMES, 


RECITATIVE., 


Warrz'sn we turn, what ſcenes of joy appear! 
What ſounds of joy enchant the liſt ning ear 


AIR. 


Bzx1TArN, on thy favour'd iſle 
Health and pleaſure ever ſmile ; 
There's a magic in thy ſoil 
Sweetens care and lightens toil. 
"Tis not that thy meads are fair, 
Nor ſerener other air; 
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But that here no tyrant reigns, 
Freedom glads thy happy plains, 
That thy peaſant may enjoy 
Wealth his betters can't annoy 3 
And, atonement for his lot, 
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on 
APPROACHING © 
—_ 0 | 
ROYAL GARDENS AT RICHMOND. 
8 


by bs 
Wuar enchanting ſcenes ſurround! 
Surely this is ſacred ground! | 
Through the blood what rapture thrills ;. 
Grateful awe the boſom fills ; 

For in this divine retreat 

Majeſty has fix'd its ſeat, 


11. 
Here, diſmiſt from all the cares 
And the toil of ſtate affairs, 
All the pageantry laid down, 
And the burthen of a crown, 
Bairalx's king retires to prove, 
Tranſporu of domeſtic love. 
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There, beneath yon arching bow'rs, 
Where the interwoven flowers, 
Emblems of her innocence, 

Wide like her their ſweets diſpenſe, 
Bx1TA1n's Queen, her ſtate reſign'd, 
Learns to feel for all mankind, 


CHORUS, 


In what numbers ſhall we ſing, 
Bzx1TAIN's Queen and BxITAIx 's king? 
Life of ev'ry ſcience he! 
Soul of ev'ry virtue ſhe! \ 


U 


POEMS. 


BEFORE POE. HOUSE 


AT 


TWICKENHAM. 


RECITATIVE., 


SMoorn flows the ſtream, all nature looks ſerene, 
vet mem'ry draws the tear, and blots the ſcene. 


AIR, 


In yonder grot which meets the view, | 
Oft his harmonious lyre was firung, | | 
Whene'er, to ſtudy man, withdrew 
The ſweeteſt bard. that ever ow 
But cruel death 
Has ſtopp'd his breath, 
No mortal pow'r could fave; 
Yet deathleſs fame 
Exalts his name, 


And triumphs o'er the grave! 


» C 
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BEFORE MR. GARRICK's HOUSE, 


AT 


HAMPTON, 


War viſions appear! 
Muſic melts on the ear! 
All around 
| Tis fairy ground! | 
But ſacred, O SHaxesPEaARE | to thee, 
Can the ſpot from enchantment be free ? 
For from Gazzick we find, \ 
Where thy ſpirit has breath'd 
It leaves magic behind. 
And here, mong the garlands, thy temple to 
FA —_ 
Which the muſes have wreath'd, 
Not a zephyr that ſtrays 
But with melody's fraught, 
And feels the ſtrong ſpell of the place: 
Nay, the echoes the ſweet inſpiration are taught, 
When the prieſt of thy ſhrine, 
In thy ſervice divine, 
Bids the fane to reſound with thy praiſe, 


POEMS. 


SONG. TO ECHO, 


SweeT mimic! whatever thy haunt, 
The coolneſs of grottos or bowers, 
We come not as foes, 
To diſturb thy repoſe, 
Or with Bacchanal orgies to taunt; 
For no pageant of folly is ours. 


But us'd to the peace of the grove, 
Simplicity's tale to prolong, 

Perhaps thou may'ſt fear 

To lend us an ear ; 
Yet as guiltleſs the pleaſure and love, 
That's the theme of our lives and our ſong. 
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SO Ye. 


Lr ſimpling Sor AN Dx, 
Inquiſitive, wander 
Where mortal ne' er ventur'd before; 
And Coox make his boaſt 
To diſcover a coaſt, 
Where her majeſty 's, ſave her, a whore, 


\ 


"Df 
But we, nearer home,  \ 
More delighted will bam, 
14 Where {ſweet cultivation prevails; 
41 | Where a king and a queen, | 
= Bleſt and blefling are ſeen, 
1 Who truck not their virtue for nails. 


Slaves of avarice, run 
| Braving ocean and ſun, 
| | To the Indies in queſt of a plum ; 
| Never caring a jot 8 
By what means ye have got 
To be nabobs, and finger the ſum, 
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But of innocents ſlain 
Such a fortune to gain, 
Can they ſtingleſs leave conſcience behind? 
Will the jaghiresof CLIVX 
Keep the caitiff alive, 
Or cure the diſeaſe of the mind? 


Be the voyager's pains 
Oppos'd to his gains, 
Be the nabob's who wallows in wealth; 
That they 're poorer than we, 
Who traffic for pleaſure and health. 


— — — 
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SONG, 


He whoſe heart, or ſocial cheer 
Or beauty's eye can warm, 

With ſoul as much in tune as ear, 
To reliſh muſic's charm ; 

He, and only ſuch as he, 

Of our fellowſhip ſhall be. 


CHORUS. 


| The pleaſures which reaſon derives 
1 From muſic, from love, and from wine, 
Like the graces ſhall blend in the dance of our 

lives, | 


| Aud Hos ids on he wales Seb 


1 


THE UNHAPPY CONSESUENCES 


aA LADY'S REFUSING TO BE FORCED INTO 
MARRIAGE. 


Mrx a, whoſe breaft contains the ſpark of love, 
Bright as on earth it kindled from above, 

With whom, beyond all human rites, can bind 
The act which paſſes tacit in the mind; 

Art thou, no friend to ſave, unhappy maid 1 

By parchment forms, like lands, to be convey'd? 
Ah! no: I ſee thee jealous to maintain 
The rights of freedom gainſt the galling chain; 
See, foe to nature's and to reaſon's law, 
Thy rigid parent all his love withdraw ! 
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Throw thee, ſad outcaſt to the world, or worſe, 
Unkindly dower, with a parent's curſe ! 

Whilſt of his wiſh in Myxza's heart poſſeſt, 

Of youth, of virtue, but by wealth unbleſt, 
Thy favour'd lover, to deſpair conſign'd, 
Mourns that he lov'd, or Myxa e'er was kind; 
And cut from hope forſakes his native ſhore, 

In queſt of peace, which he muſt find no more : 
In varying climates, ſtill unchang'd his grief, 
Till death, the wretch's friend, afford relief! 
And an untimely grave that bliſs ſupply, 
Which a hard parent and ©4682 Wk 


\ 
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9 


ON THE 


RECOVERY OF HEALTH, WRITTEN IN BPRING, 
1771. 


INSCRIBED 70 DR. . 


Auditis an me ludit amabiis⸗ 
kan. 


HOR, 


dnor ſudden o'er death's ſullen ſhades, 
As ſtreams a ſtar athwart the night, 

What vital ſpark my breaſt pervades, 
And ſheds around celeſtial light ? 

Or fancy mocks me; or the flame 

That ſubtly ſteals through all my veins 

Has caught the lyre's reſponſive frame, 
And lights up ſympathetic ſtrains, | 
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Long like its maſter, all unſtrung, 
In dread ſuſpenſe the lyre had hung, 
And only waited the command 
Of ſome contemporary hand, 
To bid it pour the elegiac verſe, 
And pay the laſt ſad tribute to-its maſter's hearſe. 
Whence then the muſic that:awakes my ear, 
Which long had ſlept to ev'ry joyous note, 
Sweet, as in tribute to the infant year, 
Is pour'd mellifluous from the linnet's throat ? 
Whilſt zephyr haſtens o'er the plain, 
With all the graces of his train, 
And love and young deſire; | 
Say, if the prime of ſpring beſtows, 
'Th' unwonted harmony that flows 
Spontaneous from the lyre ? 


No—but Hygeia, whom he leads 

The blooming conſort of his reign, 
And ſee, prolific, where ſhe treads 

A livelier verdure decks the plain. 
Extends the varied landſcape fair? 

And are we charm'd when eve is ſtill, 
Nor other ſound divides the air, , 

To liſten to the murm ring rill'? 
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'Tis health alone that cam ſupply 
The raptur'd ear ! the raptur'd-eyet 
"Tis health alone that can difpenſe 
Its pleaſure to th* enjoying ſenſe: 
Th' enamell'd mead, unſweeten d by her breath, 
Would ficken on the view, as thriftleſs as the heath. 
When pain has dimm'd the orbs of ſight, | 
Faint looks the richeſt veſt the ſpring can wear, 
How can the concert of the grove delight, 
When life's laſt murmurs hang upon the ear ? 
But ſee! where anguiſh and deſpair, . 
Like ghoſts that ſcent the morning air, 
From health diffolve away ; | 
And fink repuls'd into the cave 
(From whence pale fickneſs feeds the grave), 
Defrauded of their prey. 


And could I, roſeate maid, refign, 
Perverſe, thy ev'ry modeſt grace; 
Round pleaſure's neck prefer to twine, 
And melt in her unchaſte embrace? 
Though in each faſcinating fold 
The venom was conceal'd to kill ; 
Yet to forbid the ſerpent's hold; 3 
Slow my reſolve, and impotent my will! 
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How oft, returning to my arms, 
Have riot's wild alarms 
Scar'd thy propitious ſtep away, 
With orgies that have ſham'd the day ? 
How often thou, for my unkindneſs kind, 
Each inſult haſt forgiv'n, and enmity reſign d! 
Yet as a parent, whoſe affections burn 
With fond impatience to be reconcil'd, 
Waits not to penitence the ſlow return 
Of his unduteous, unrelenting child : 
Say, wilt thou each reſtraint remove, 
Nor longer damp the flame of love, 
That rages to forgive? 
| Say, ſhall thy favours, long withdrawn, 
| | Renew'd again, begin to dawn, 
s | And give me to revive? - | 


Enter, and be each acceſs barr'd 
To all that's hoſtile to thy reſt, 
Thy foes unſorrowing I'll diſcard, 
And ſuit the manſion to the gueſt. 
On thee meek temperance ſhall wait, 
To miniſter the plain repaſt, 
Nature, not luxury, to fate, 
And exerciſe ſhall form the taſte : 


POEMS. 


Nor ſhall there any joy intrude, 
But what mirth's ſober bounds include. 
Enliſted ſhall the muſe be there? 
Proud in thy ſervice to appear : 
Proud to diverſify her tuneful mode, 
To preſs thy welcome ſtay, and ſweeten thy abode; 
My muſe, not ſhe whoſe wild exceſs of rage 
Spurs onward to the liſts of fame or wealth, 
That toils unceaſing through the nightly page, 
Deaf to the timely call of ſleep and health ; 
But ſhe whoſe leſs ambitious life, 
Far from this emulative ſtrife, 
Bids eaſe and ftudy to agree, 
Such as, O B———! now waits N 
The tribute of a grateful lay, 
Inſcrib'd to Health and thee. 


Nor thou, my friend, the verſe refuſe, 
Nor think the learn'd in GaLExN's lore 

Have held no commerce with the muſe, 
Diſdainful of her ſacred pow'r. 

Than Ga rH and Ax RNSID ER, what names 
Stand higher on her favour d roll? 

Her darling ſons ! whoſe tuneful claims 

Breathe all the fervour of her ſoul: 
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Nor Yet, while GoLysmrTa is her pride, 
A living inſtance be deny'd, 
That from the ſame congenial ſource 
The kindred arts maintain their courſe. 
By birth ally d, to Pnors us both belong, 
Parent and friend alike of healing and of ſony : 
His lucid orb with the fame genial beam, 
Which nouriſhes the phyſic of the plain, 
Diffuſing light o'er the Caſtalian ftream, 
Warms and invigorates the poet's ſtrain 
Prove we th' alliance cloſer fill, 
Be thine to boaſt unfailing ſkill 
To make the body whole: 
Nor is the muſe, in moral dreſs, 
Adminifter'd with ill ſucceſs 
To medicine the foul.” 


IMITATION 


FROM * 


THE LATIN. 


Lovs's goddeſs once a ſweet creation plann'd ; 

And kiſſes roſe beneath her forming hand: 

Ambrofia's gums hey pleaſing toil diftils, 

And draws heav'n's nectar from its pureſt rills ; 

For the lov'd taſk ſhe culls her honey'd ſtore, 

Which from its rifled cell her wounded urchin. bore; 

With theſe, the ſweets with which the ſun diſtends. . 

The violet's and the roſe's veins, ſhe blends : 

Then in her work ſhe breathes a ſoul of love, 

Decks it with ſmiles, and gives it pow'r to move 

With all th' unnumber d charms in her own ceſtus 
wove. | 

The kiſſes thus alive, and full of heav'n, 

To Chloe's lips, the goddeſs cried, be giv'n! 
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EPISTLE 


TO A FRIEND, 
1771. 


This from ns wenal, mar ngratefol ſe 


err. 


1 
My friend, it matters little how, 
The meaning of the breaſt we ſhew ; 
Whether in verſe, or humbler proſe, 

The ſentiment we would diſcloſe ; 

If pure and undiſguis'd by art 

It low—the language of the heart: 

For though the dreſs may change in name, 
The ſubſtance, friendſhip, is the ſame. 
Then ſince the muſe in waiting ſtands, 
I'll trouble her with my commands, 

And ſhew, from adulition free, 

That truth and numbers can agree: 
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Nor you reject with cold diſdain 
The thriftleſs produce: of my brain;. 
Pity, indeed, you may the clume 
Where nothing vegetates but rhyme. 


I will not then engage your ear 
With what is done in France, or here, 
Send you a Morning-Poſt diſſected, 
Of ins and outs, and plots detected; 
Or how the ſtate machine goes round, 
Which wheel is firm, or which unſound ; 
Or who is, now: the tool of pow'r, 
Or who may be another hour; 
If the court needle veer about; 
To find attractive ſubſtance out, 
Or whether, truly touch'd forworth, 
It points invariably to NokTa : 
Careleſs what city credit's addle, 
Or what lame ducks are ſeen to waddle ; 
For ſince Fordyce's grand default, 
The mode is to affect an halt. 


I leave this daily publication, 
Tho! half the learning of the nation, 
To thoſe who, whilſt their coffee's cooling, 
Will run a thouſand leagues a fooling ; 


26 POEMS. 


Who, tho' they know not how the wind ie, 
Are now in Turkey, now the Indies: 
With now murder, now dethrone, 
And count a lack in every groan: 

No from the worry d caitiff ſqueeze 
His baſe- earn d jaghires and rupees. 
If there be ought to give me pleaſure, 
I'm ſure to hear it at my leiſure; 
And if there be to give me pain, 
I count my ignorance as gain. 


Then if, my friend, your point be news, 
You'll find but little from my muſe; 
Unleſs ſhe tell you, what is rare, 
That AB1Nncpon is chaſte as fair! 
Who thinks the mother and the wiſe 
Are ornaments to noble life : = 
That DaxTMouTH ever will maintain 
His breaſt entire, without a ſtain; 
And, tho' a courtier, dares to be 
In action, as opinion, free; 

Vet this for news will not go down, 
For tis the echo of the town. 


But whither has my fancy wander'd, 
And what a heap of lines are ſquander d 
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When in a ſimple word or two 

I might diſpatch a now D' ye po? 
A queſtion form'd to comprehend 
All that a friend need aſk a friend. 


Then let me know—ſtill ſparkles health, 
That gem which gives its price to wealth? 
Know—if content be ſtill your gueſt, 
Still the mind's ſunſhine warm your breaſt : 
For, unaccompanied with theſe, 

Vainly would gold and ſplendor pleaſe. 
Yet let me wiſh your ſtills may thrive, 
And teem with profit, like a hive; 

Each added year increaſe their ſtore, 
Till all the ſwelling cells run o er; 

For minds of your capacious mould 
Feel not an overflow of gold ; 

And let your trade“ yield more than wealth, 
Pregnant with ſtores of moral health ; 
Which gives us weighty terms of art, 
To turn in battery an the heart. | 


Thus—let your breaſt, the 8T1LL, be fraught 
With beſt 1ncxzD1tNTs, rang'd by thought; 


* This epiſtle was addreſſed to a diſtiller. 
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| Loft in each other, to unite 
In ſtreams of profit and delight: 
And be the comrosrTrIon ſuch, 
That you taſte all, yet none too much. 
Let not your s IRI rs ever fail, 
Not too fermented, or too ſtale; 
Ne er let them riſe ſo far above 
The pitch that reaſon would approve, 
That you muſt needs debaſe and Low's, 
An equilibrium to reſtore ; | 
Nor from this pitch ſo far retire, 
That you muſt add ſubliming fire: 
But keep from both extremes aloof, \ 
And let your ſpirits hold at yzooF. | 


Unlike your vas, nor let your blood, 
With any vicious juices brood; 
But flowing pure through ev'ry vein, - 
Its native quality retain; 
Nor ever be ſuch foulneſs there, 
That CRELT'yHAM water will not clear. 


Tux $1MPLES of the heart collect, 
Nor for their humble growth reject; 
And blending them in reaſon's bow], 

Prepare a cordial for the ſoul ; 
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And let the compoſition be 
Entitled, genuine Baume de wir! 


By counfel be each heat allay d, 
But cautious pour the cooler aid ; 
Gently coxRECTED to the teſt, 
Each ſtronger paſſion be repreſt; 
For tho' with rigour to o er- rule, 
Suits not the doctrine of our ſchool ; 
Yet leſs ſevere, for wiſer ends, 

To RECTIFY it recommends, 

This ſcience, true, will not defray 

Your taxes, or your duties pay ; 

Yet will you find the vaſt amount, 
When fate ſhall cloſe the great account. 


What wretch includes not in his ſtate 
Something to qualify his fate, 
However hard, however low ? 
Would he be wiſe enough to know, 
That e en the meaneſt may produce 
Materials for the nobleſt uſe; 
That ev'ry obje& can ſupply 
A leſſon to the moral eye; 
That richer than the wealth of Ind | 
Is ſuch a philoſophic mind, 
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Through whoſe AL EM BI, as they drain, 
Pain flows to pleaſure, loſs to gain. 


Thus from each herb that drinks the dew, 
Of ev'ry quality and hue, | 
The health or poiſon. of the plains, 
The bee her golden perfume ſtrains, 

Buy her rare chymiſtry diſtill'd, 
(The wonder of its native field) 
The venom of the poppy's bell 
Grows honey in her waxen cell, 


POEMS 


THE 


PARTING LOFER. 


From Celia's ſcorn about to fly, 
Yet half-inclin'd to ſtay, 

I found, produc'd in ev'ry ſigh, 

| Freſh cauſe for new delay: 


Farewel was forming on my tongue, 
Yet loit'ring had not paſt, 

For ſtill on ſome ſoft charm I hung, 

Yet call'd each look my laſt, 


Extremes can make the coward bold, 
The teſt was too ſevere ; 

A ſigh ſhe labour'd to unfold, 
She wip'd away the tear, 


This moment's bliſs atones 
For all the anguiſh of my heart, 
For all her ſcorn and frowns ! 


Hail, ſignals that we never part! 
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10 
MY FRIEND, 
THE REV. CHARLES SYMMONS, 

7 ON 0 a 

HIS COLLATION 
10 

THE PREBEND OF CLYDDAI, 
4 mT” 
THE CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF sr. DAVID's, 

1789. 


Axp has at length thy much neglected worth, 
Brighter from ſuch a long eclipſe, blaz'd forth ! 
"Twas left for HoxsLs Y's more diſcerning fight, 
To draw retiring merit into light. 

Accuſtom'd, in his ſearch for truth, to ſee 

With eyes from prejudice and paſſion free; 

He ſoon diſcoyer'd, pining in the ſhade, 

Talents too precious not to be diſplay'd : 

Thy ſacred page, with kindred ardour fir'd, 

Thy breaſt with feelings like his own inſpir'd, 
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Her ſecret ſhaft ſaw ambuſh'd ſlander aim, 
In impotent attempt to wound thy fame ; 
Thy virtues ſaw unnotic'd or decry'd, 

Saw thee traduc'd, neglected, and bely'd; 
Saw thee ſuſtain the meek forbearing part, 
And call'd thee to his honours and his heart, 


Like CLyDDa1's* fount, increaſing in its courſe, 
May this promotion prove an ample ſource 
Of future honours, whoſe redundant tide 
Unfailingly ſhall guſh from ev'ry fide ; 

To the wide ocean of preferment lead, 
Where waits the mitre to embrace thy head ; 
And fix thee in the prelate's awful throne, 
Where, not diſtinguiſh'd by thy lawn alone, 

A lazy ſlumb'ring drone, content to thrive 
By the diſgraceful pillage of the hive, 
Thy boaſt ſhall be on ever- active wing, 
To the rich hoard thy richer ſweets to bring ; 
Proud, like thy own dioceſan, to wield 
The Chriſtian's armour in the dang'rous field. 
Incapable, like him, of fear or flight, 
And bravely dare the foremoſt ranks of fight. 


* The name of one of the ſprings from which Milford- 
Haven takes its riſe, 
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With equal auſpices then meet the foe, 
Like him to battle and to conqueſt go! 
Whilſt palms as nobly earn'd ſhall deck thy brow, 
Decreed a like ovation here below : 
Then wait with humble hope, till Heav'n ſupply 
The ſaint's full triumph in the choir on high. 
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ON 
HEARING THAT A PARTY WAS FORMED 
TO SUPPRESS 
DR. GOL DSMITH's COMEDY, 
SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER, 
1771. 


Suceefit vetus bis comedia, non ſine hui 
Ladd \ 
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From Col uA x's beef. ſteak club, or levee, juſt come, 

As Comedy flew to take orders at home; 

She ſtopt, and lo! Envy breath'd cloſe at her back, 

On ſome dirty errand ſent poſt on a hack! 

Like that which oft Kznz1cx for Pegaſus takes, 

When the thirſt of his malice on Roſcius he lakes! 
When, as if Satan drove, he rides biting his nails, 

To paſte up his n1xY on ſpittals and jails, 


—— — ——— 
—— _ 
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Cries Envy, You're well overtaken, Miſs Muſe, RAY 


Is it falſe what we hear, or truth is the news, 
That again you have tripp'd, and are now brought 
to bed, | 


And that Go,psMrTH of all men's the father as 


ſaid ? 
I thought that toCuMBERLAND conſtant you'd been, 
And had vow'd never more with another to ſin: 
With him, like a ducheſs, you've liv'd fince your 
yielding, 
In the centre of gaiety, and the new building; 
Where a fine gilded coach, and of long tails a pair, 
Or flaunted you out, or to play or to pray'r. 
Such children you bore him, that I vow on my life, 
I fancy'd you ever to be man and wife : 
Or ſay, was the midwife quite tired at laſt, 
At your nature prolific, and breeding ſo faſt ? 
Or what ſpell has bewitch'd you yourſelf to degrade, 
And the Doctor's poor laundreſs ſubmit to be made ? 
Where hard is your bed, and your commons are ſhort, 
And your liquor, if any, ne'er mounts above port : 
Your ingratitude, Miſs, ſhall be puniſh'd, and you 
The fate of your fickleneſs quickly ſhall rue; 
For parties are forming all over the town 
To cry this poor link, and your impudence down. 
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Says the Muſe; you are heated, dame Envy, forbear, 
And permit me to whiſper a word in your ear, 
Such a ſtranger am I to that CumBzrLANnD's miſs, 
That oft at her chriſt 'nings I've join'd in the hiſs, 
The girl which you mean was of noted ill fame, 
Slunk into the drama by cloak of my name ; 

With a piece of my vizor, and half of my ſock, 
As like me as YouNncs to a trull without ſmock ; 
Whoſe wit was all national accent diſſected, 
Or all from ſome whimſical prologue reflected; 
Whoſe ſcenes were ſo mongrel, you could not tell why, 
That you ſcarcely knew whether to laugh or to cry. 
\ 
This minx, as *tis current, was TraAcEDY's 
daughter, 

Begot by a ſatyr, who ſleeping had . her. 
As Muxenv return'd once from Battle-bridge wells, 
Whoſe purgative water each humour expells 
The ſervants of Phoebus and Venus go there, 
Who tho' their ails vary the Naiad revere), 
With pathos and fuſtian his brain was ſo big, 
That before he reach'd home, he expected to pig 
As his uſual geſtation he nearly had gone, 
Melpomene dreaded to truſt him alone ; 
And judging how ſoon her obſtetrical aid 
Might be wanted, behind follow'd cloſe as his ſhade. 
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The Muſe, who to vapours was ever inclin'd, 
And of late has been mightily troubled with wind ; 
It ſeems, whilſt the Bard took his mineral in, 
Herſelf had regal'd with a potion of gin; 

Whoſe fumes ſoporific had now reach'd her head, 
That ſhe made the firſt hillock ſhe met with her bed, 
A ſatyr ſurpriz'd her, and ſtole on her grace, 

And hence this hermaphrodite, grief and grimace ; 
Yet ſo like the mother, in feature and ſhape, 

That no jury in England could prove it a rape. 

But ſprung from quite diff rent embraces am I, 
Rule the muſcles of laughter, and not of the eye; 

For if any are fonder than I of a tear, 

Let them have what they wiſh, and ſee Gannics i in 
Lear. 

If they laugh till they cry, theix tears have my will, 

But grief's ſimple waters I never diſtil; 

Nor ſuch war with man's vices and weakneſſes wage, 

As if a field preacher had mounted the ſtage. 

If I muſt moralize, I ne'er drop the wag, 

To tickle their ſores with a feather, my brag ; 

And muſt the plume be ſentimentally dipp'd, 

Let it not be all ſous'd, but ingeniouſly tipp'd. 


Then hear, and go tell it, I ne'er ſhall ſubmit 
To ſign imprimatur to ſcenes without wit; 
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That in courts or in garrets, to genius a friend, 
No proftitute I on the Doctor attend. 
Thus back'd, know thy malice my fav'rite defies, 

Hy ſentence of party true merit ne er dies: © 
But appeals to a court that is ſway'd by no grudge, 
Where the jury are Britons, and Candour is judge ; 
Where Envy diſarm'd ſhall revile, if ſhe can, 

At the union of wit and the beſt natur d man 
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. THE SAME SUBJECT, 


Oe, prognates coder. 


Ho. 


* 


Warn late, grown a methodiſt, Con zDr took 

A more meaſur'd deportment, and ſanctify d look; 

With a ſigh, and a ſad palpitation of heart, 

And the tears in ſucceſſion ſtill ready to ſtart ; 

The Muſe, who calls all that is ſolemn her own, 

Began to ſuſpe& a deſign on her throne, 

And vow'd for ſuch treſpaſs, repeatedly made, | 

On the line which had long been the bounds of her 
trade, 

That ſhe'd enter an action againſt the offender, 

And puniſh this inſolent baſtard pretender, 
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But the law, as it mightily deals in ſuſpenſe, 
Affirm'd till next term that it ſhould not commence; 
But fince the impoſtor has never been ſeen, 

Whilſt Dx uz y-La xe whiſpers ſhe died of the ſpleen; 
And Trxacedy's thoughts were diverted from law, 
For Munk HT and Homes were at once in the ſtraw. 


But fince Golos Mir has offer'd more recent 
occaſion 
To revive the dead proceſs, and fears of invaſion, 
And the grave connoiſſeurs were agreed in the cry, 
No bar could be pleaded, but the action would lie, 
More boldly ſhe ſu'd : but the action was loſt, 
To each prophet's confuſion, and TR ARD T's coſt, 
For no witneſs could ſtand to the proof of a feature, 
So unlike was his muſe to the counterfeit creature : 
Een Trace 's ſelf, who incog was a lift ning, 
As grave, in the ſlips, as a whore at a chriſt'ning, 
The trial half over, not proof to her wiles, 
Found her hard-coſtive viſage relaxing to ſmiles; 
And fear'd, if ſhe ſtaid, that her face would mif- 
carry, 
Thoꝰ her features were ſet to do juſtice to Barry; 
While pit, boxes, galleries, laughing agree, 
T acquit the defendant, and record this decree : 
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« Know GoLDpsMITH from Nature his precepts 
has caught, 

« She gave him the outlines, he ſhaded the thought; 
« No counterfeit colours he dares to impart, 
Nor gives bribes to the ſenſes to bias the heart: 
« He writes not to ſcenes, but compels to his wit 
« Scenes, managers, players, and dreſs, to ſubmit. 
« Fen party ſhall, loſing its prejudice ſay, 
That he qualifies actors, not actors his play.“ 
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TRANSLATION 


THE THIRD BASIUM OF JOHANNES SECUNDUs, 


A kiss, I cried, my fair, one honey'd kiſs! 
And your light lip juſt touch'd to grant the bliſs 
When quick, as wounded by a ſerpent's bite, 
Your flying lip eludes my hop'd delight : 

Is this, dear maid, the eaſe my pains require? 
No—'tis the torture of incens'd deſire! 
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T0 


4A YOUNG GENTLEMAN 
ON 


HIS BIRTH Dax. 


Wirz the glad train who hails thy natal hour, 
Say, ſhall the muſe, dear youth, her bleſſings pour ? 
In one ſmooth current, as thy life glides on, 

With all the peace thy infant age has known, 

May this fair day, in ev'ry annual round, 

As free from care as full of joy be found ; 

With ev'ry hope to tempt thee to purſue, 

With not a pain to ſadden thy review : 

Still may that lovely parent, who beſtows 

The tend'reſt culture on ſo fair a zoſe, 
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With tranſport each revolving ſun behold 
Awaken'd beauties freſher ſweets unfold, 

Till proof to ev'ry blight, they ſhall appear 
In all the ripeneſs of the manlier year : 

And, to improve her bliſs, each outward grace 
Be but the mind's reflection on the face! 


Long may the god of health unſparing ſhed 
Each roſeate bleſſing on thy favour'd head; 
The ſame kind pow'r her happy ſteps attend, 
And keep to thee, and to mankind a friend ; 
O!] be it late ere thou art taught to ke 
From ſuch a loſs what genuine ſorrows flow: 
Late—till her virtues copying one by one, 
Thou make the bright original thy own ! 

Till all the graces which adorn her mind 

To thine tranſplanted, ſhall preſerve the kind ; 
Till rooted in thy heart, and vig'rous there, 
The beauteous flower thy ſenſe can better ſpare. 


Such virtuous ſouls have never cauſe to mourn 
The flight of time, or wiſh it to return; | 
To live not anxious, not afraid to die, 

They mark the lapſe of years without a ſigh! 


POEMS, 


Their eyes alike indiff rently they caſt 

Or on the time to come, or on the paſt, 

To them, the day that gives th' alarm of fate 
Is but a birth-day to a better ſtate. 
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SONG. 


Ter me, what can mean this riot 
In my pulſe, when Damon's nigh; 
That my breaſt is never quiet, 
Ever heaving with a ſigh ? 
If ſuch tokens don't diſcover 
What it is to be a lover, 
Then, O tell me! whatam 1? 
\ 
I 
But, alas! poor thoughtleſs creature ! 
By each pulſe betray d, and ſigh, 
There's a tongue in ev'ry feature, 
And a thouſand in the eye, 
Which to Damon will diſcover 
What it is to be a lover, ; 
And to tell him, what am I. 


AN 
" EPISTLE TO 4 LADY. 


 OFFENDED AT THE APPEARANCE 
OF v7 3 
BOM H LICENTIOUS BEHAVIOU Rs 


Of all affliftion taught a lover yet, 
' Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget. 


POPE, 


Wusx from the bar the criminal withdraws, 
Condemn'd to fall by juſtice and the laws, 
What domineering pains his breaſt control, 
Wife, parents, children, clinging to his ſoul! 
On life he turns, with fond defire to live, 

And traitor hope extends the wiſh'd reprievez 
But clouds and envious darkneſs intervene, 
And death, diſhoneſt, ſhats the golden ſcene, _ 
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'Thus from the limits where my pleaſures ceaſe, 
And anguiſh meeting, marks the bounds of peace, 
Retreating ſad, with ſlow and fault'ring pace, 
Fain would I dwell on that offended face, 
Where beauty, to inflame the painful hour, 
Refers to bleſſings now beyond my pow'r, 
Points to each bud juſt burſting with delight, 
When hope's bright Eden open'd on my fight. 
But, ah! the bloom that aſk'd the mild eftrays, 
My paſſion ſcorch'd with too intenſe a blaze! 


O ſyren charms ! and could you look ſo fair 
But to betray, fallacious as you are! 
And was that liquid ſoftneſs in the eyes 
But cruelty more ſavage in diſguiſe? 
Ah no!—I charge them not- they, they are free, 
And all my mis'ry finds its ſource in me ; 
I firſt compell'd that face to wear a frown, 
And taught thoſe eyes a language not their own. 


How was I bleſs'd to fold thee in my arms, 
And gaze with tranſport on thy ſoft'ning charms ! 
To mark the deep'ning bluſh thy cheek o erſpread, 
As on my boſom ſoft reclin'd thy head ; 

To ſee the lip averted from the bliſs, 
Coyly elude the meditated kiſs; 
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Or, ill conceal'd within thy eyes, explore 
Joys in reſerve, a yet untaſted ſtore.  ._ - 


And were they mine? O prodigal! to waſte 
And ſtake ſuch treaſures at a fingle caſt ! ws 2 
When all that might be gain'd by ſuch a throw, 
Was bliſs precarious and too certain woe: 8 
When, tho' the mutual will ſuch bliſs approve, 
Enjoyment oft diſſolves the charm of love. 


Where was my heart, that thus my tongue could 
2 | 

To frame a word which virtue might not hear ? 
With all the inſolence of frenzy fir d, 
What daring paſſion ſuch a thought infſpir'd ! 
Unpardon'd, ſure, where chaſtity prepar'd 
For each attack, maintain'd a double guard; 
Where not a look eſcap'd from virtue's line 
Eer glanc'd oblique upon the bold deſign ; 
Unleſs vice lurk within a ſeraph's ſmile, + 
Unleſs an angel's features cover guile. 


And could I ſtoop from ſo ſublime a height, 
Where I had revell'd in ſuch pure delight ; 
And to admit a fury for my gueſt, 

Ingrate, expel an angel from my breaſt? 
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Or, by thy-fide, as ruin I purſu'd, | 
And look'd, and lov'd, and madden'd as I view'd, 
Was bliſs with ſo much ecſtaſy replete, 
That in the tumult reaſon loft her ſeat ? 
For the weak bounds tis eaſy to deſtroy 
That. ſep'rate madneſs from exceſs of joy, 
Delightful retroſpect! but to recall 
The height, renews the horror of the fall; 
Then kind oblivion wrap me in thy ſhade! 
Or art thou ſlow to give the wretched aid? 
But what canſt thou ! for memory will bring 
A light too glaring for thy blackeſt wing; 
Her keen impreſſions ſharpen ev'ry hour, 
And mock the force of thy Lethzan pow'r. 
The bluſh I kindled upon virtue's face | 
Shall riſe, and, burning, urge my deep diſgrace; 
As the ſad ghoſt of him whoſe blood was ſhed 
Bares the pierc'd boſom at the murd'rer's bed, 


Ev'n yet I hear thy tongue's upbraiding ſound, 
When ſcorn and anger gave it pow'r to wound : 
« Baſe youth ! and was thy boſom taught to heave 
« With fighs ſo well inſtructed to deceive ? 
% And were, to love's ſoft embaſſy unjuſt, 
« 'Thy eyes but kindled at the flames of luſt! 
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« And were thy vows, in perjury's embrace 
« Begotten, ſhort-liv'd, as their birth was baſe! 
© „ credulous, I laid aſide my fear, 

« ſincere! 
« Tf in the noble confidence of love 
] left my heart without a guide to rove ; 
« O could thou, felon! in ſuch fair diſguiſe 
« Lie wait, to-make my innocence thy prize ? 
* Ungen'rous foe! and couldſt thou dare to creep 
« On virtue's tent, her ſentinel aſleep! ! | 
« Go to the herd, whoo arts Hits die have mee: 
« Shameleſs, to turn their crimes into a trade | 
« Where grief, from ſully'd fame can never flow, 
« Where all 1s ſable, and no blot will ſhew : | 
Where forward vice prevents th' intriguer's taſk, 
« Where thou may'ſt be thyſelf without a maſk, 
But O! to gen'rous love reſign thy claim, 
% And luſt and infamy divide thy name! 
Let pride, let virtue, let each gen'rous thought, 
Steel my weak breaſt to hate thee as IT ought !* * 


* 


Superfluous cruelty! yet, yet revoke : 
This ſecond blow !—T've felt the mortal ſtroke! 
My life, at thought of ſeparation, fled ; 

Then 'twere inhuman to inſult the dead! 


34 POEMS. 


Trace my tranſgreſſion to what ſource you pleaſe, 
'The brain's delirium, or the mind's diſeaſe ; 

But think, ſevere, oh! think not that my heart 
Has long been train'd, and triumphs in its art: 
Withdraw this cenſure, and I'll think thee kind, 
To abſence, ſcorn, and all thy hate reſign d. 


Thou well remember'ſt with how quick a ſenſe 
I ſtarted, conſcious of the baſe offence : 
For, ere thy rage had time to note it down, 
The proſtrate wretch was ready to atone. 
Rather than with premeditated wile 
I ſhould ſuch love and confidence beguile, 
Let fierceſt agonies each ſenſe deſtroy, 
And periſh ev 'ry pow'r of ev'ry joy! 
Curſt with an inability to her 
When Celia's accents melt upon the ear! 
Unable to reſpond, each pulſe ſuppreſt, 
The ſoft vibrations of my Celia's breaſt ! 


But ah! already are they not deſtroy d, 
And the breaſt left one dark and joyleſs uk ? 
Unleſs officious memory pervade 
The gloom with light more horrid than the ſhade ; | 
As through the lattice, on the captive's chains, 
Gleams the faint ſun- beam, and inſults his pains, 
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No more my * vleaſing firains ſhall greet, 

Thy breaſt ſhall mine no more with tranſport meet, 
"Tis not for me to ſhare the ſpeaking eye, 

The ſmile alternate, and th' alternate figh ; 

'Tis not for me, rejected wretch, to claim 

The due proportion of a mutual flame. 
Another's bliſs I ſee thee now prepare, 
Who loves like me, but not like me ſhall dare. f | 
But let the youth who wantons in the blaze, | 
And feels th' effulgence of thy brighteſt rays, 

Beware, nor venture through each warm degree 

Of bliſs ecſtatic, left he fall ike me! 


Oh! to forget thee! but at each remove | 
My heart's more loaded, and more ſtrong thy love; | 
But are my vows, my proteſtation's vain ? 
And will no ſorrow waſh away the flain ? 
Ah no!—'tis paſt—adieu, I yield to fate, 
And the repentant tear is ſhed too late; 
Far from thy juſt reproaches let me go, 

To brood in ſadd'ning filence o'er my woe: 
One laſt, one ling'ring look yet let me fteal, 
A relic purchas'd with a pilgrim's zeal, 
To which I may refer with thought devout, 
And next my heart for ever bear about. 
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Or does my doom, with cruelty refin'd, 
Forbid to loiter with a look behind ? 
Vet one farewel and we for ever part, 
And the link fails that binds thee to my heart, 
Let rigour then my haſten'd ſteps purſue, | 
And ſhut thee ever from my ſad review. 
When Eden clos'd upon the fallen pair, 
Its diſtant proſpect freſhen'd all their care. 


ON 
A LADY':s FAN, 


OF HER OWN PAINTING, 


Or danger careleſs, whilſt the youth admires 
The emblematic toy on which thy art, 

In rich device, has ſhadow'd Hymen's fires, 
Love's ſacred altar, and the votive heart. 


As from the author to the work he turns, 

Th' inſidious flame ſteals on him by degrees, 
Till with the rapture all his boſom burns, 

And his heart proves the ſacrifice he ſees, 


z 1 


. 
SONG 


TO THE TUNE OF 


«© MARY scor, THE FLOWER OF YARROW," 


Wax will, dear youth, thy wand'rings ceaſe, 
'That my fond heart may be at peace ? 
Vain ſhadows ſtill thou art purſuing, 

The chafe then think not of renewing. 


Ambition's vot'ries juſtly feel 

The rack of fortune's giddy wheel, 
Her fteep is toilſome in aſcending, 
And till in diſappointment ending. 


„ 
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Time is forever on the wing, 9 
And hurries off youth's bluſhing ſpring; 
Why ſhould love's ſeaſon thus be waſted, 
Ere ſcarce a fingle joy be taſted ! 


Diſtracting moment! when farewel, 

From clay-cold lips, half utter'd fell ; 
What time our griefs too big for ſpeaking, 
Had almoſt ſwell'd our hearts to breaking ! 


Whilſt thus I fold thee in my arms, 
And ſhelter from the world's alarms ; 
Confiding in the ſafe protection, 

My mind can dare the recollection. 


Oh! then my long loſt peace reſtore, 
And tempt the parting pang no more; 
Or let me not ſurvive the trial, 
Should fate decree thy ſtern denial, 


Here lay thy wearied head to reſt ; 

It is the ſame unalter'd breaſt, 

Where lurks no aſp mid ſweets alluring, 
Whoſe venom'd wound admits no curing. 


» ” 


Shall borrow from their mother's doves 
And lull'd by joys beyond expreſſing, 
Thou ftill ſhalt make to ſome new bleſling. 
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INSCRIPTION 
ON 
A SEAT AT WISTON® IN PEMBROKESHIRE, 


WHICH 


STOOD EXPOSED TO THE SUN. 


Forxm'p to attend on ſilence, ſhade, and eaſe, 
Where the luxurious indolent might doze ; 
Where love unheard might urge its tend'reſt pleas, . 
And languid beauty ſhelter to repoſe ; 


How long muſt I remain, by fate ſevere, 
My founder's pious purpoſes to foil, 
Thus miſapplied, unceaſingly to bear 
The martyr plaints of thoſe I'm doom'd to broil ? 


* Wiſton, at the time this was written, was occupied 
by the Rev. Mr, C. Symmons. 
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Hence to ſome ſpot, kind friends to his deſign, 
Quick ſnatch me from this torrid zone away, 
Where, taught by nature, amorous boughs entwine 

A love-inſpiring umbrage to diſplay, 


Diſpos'd to ſuffer morning's earlieſt beam, 
Mild as it is, not glaring to intrude, 
Partial alike to catch day's farewel gleam, 

But tyrant noon entirely to exclude. 


So ſhall the miſtreſs of this lov'd retreat, 
The ſpot with her angelic preſence grace ; 

Her heart's fond maſter following to the ſeat, 
The ſoul of virtue in her charms to trace. 


So ſhall this ſpot be ſacred to the joys 

Which only ſuch, as love like them, can know, 
A bliſs (if ſuch on earth) without alloy, 

The bliſs of Eden prior to its woe. 
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T0 


MR. RUSPINT, 


SURGEON DENTIST. 


WRITTEN. FOR A LADY, 


[xozx10vs artiſt ! to whoſe ſkill we owe 
The preſervation of our richeſt grace; 
Than which no brighter nature could beſtow, 

Of which no art can well ſupply the place. 


SAPHIRA's features, rang'd in fair array, 
Aſtoniſh each beholder's raviſh'd fight ; 

But let her lips their ſad contents diſplay, 
And inſtant every charm is put to flight. 
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For what avails that round Veſuvius' brow 

I be laviſh ſummer all its ſweets ſhould pour, 

If ſtreams of black bitumen overflow, | 
Each plant to wither, and deſpoil each flow'r? 


From thy bleſt art, ſecur'd againſt decay, 
Teeth turn to pearl (as by a ſorcerer's wand), 
The ebon hue retreating dies away, 
A virgin ſnow ſucceeding to thy hand. 


Thus when the ſouth acroſs the eye of day 

Has drawn its fogs, and darken'd all the ſcene, 
The ſun exerts a more enliv ning ray, 

Till health looks forward from the blue ſerene. 


Whene'er extremes compel thee to apply 

' That rack, in other hands, which ſhocks the 
brain ; 

At thy judicious touch our terrors fly, 

And torture turns to ſomething leſs than pain. 
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Tho! weak the tribute of ſuch female lays, 
Yet let them witneſs to a grateful heart; 

Were all the fair united in thy praiſe, 
Beauty would till be debtor to thy art. 


MUSIDORA, 


Southampton, 
OA. 30, 1773. 
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THE FIRST DAY OF MARCH, 
. 2 1772. 0 


INSCRIBED TO 


THE RIGHT HON, GEORGE RICE, ESQ, 
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On! could the muſe redeem oblivion's prey, 

O'er the dark waſte of time explore her way 
Bright mid the gloom, as ſtars in polar ſkies, 

To the rapt eye, what radiant forms would riſe! . 
What deeds of ſparkling ſoul would ſhoot their rays, 
While conſcious CamBRI1A hail'd her native blaze! 
But vain the wiſh! unfaithful to their truſt, 
Loft is the record—crumbled is the buſt, 

Fall'n is the letter d arch where patriots bled, 
They ſleep inglorious with the vulgar dead'! _.. 
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In vain the promiſe of the tuneful throng, * _.* 
One fate has whelm'd the bard, the chief, the ſong ! 


By EpwaRD's ruthleſs ſword untimely lain, 
The minſtrel's hand forſook th* unfiniſh'd ſtrain; | 
Mute was the harp !—while Snowdon's mouths of 

ſtone 
Prolong'd and deepen'd death's terrific groan! 
Relentleſs EpwarDd ! never taught to feel 
The ſoft deep woundings of compaſlion's ſteel! 
Him policy, from tender man apart, 
(Fiend of the ſtony eye and iron heart, 
In maze-obſcure who builds her black abode, 
Remote from day, and nature's cheerful road) 
Nurs'd in her rigid lore—with cruel pride, | 
The human waters in his eyes ſhe dry dd, 
The tiger of his breaſt. with blood ſhe fed, 
Gave the cool heart, and hands with murder red; 
And clos'd his ear againſt the ſuppliant ftrain, 
Urg'd by the poet's heavenly breath in vain ! 


Unhappy country! doom'd at once to loſe - 
Thy virtue's prompting, and recording muſe; - 
Whilſt o'er the ſcene of hoſtile fate prevail'd 
The tale alone, how all thy glories fail'd ; 
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Of ancient fame, a thouſand harps that ſtrung, 

Thine all now falters on tradition's tongue; 

Yet of the days once gilt by thy renown, 

Invidious deſtiny has left thee one— 

Sav d from time's ruins, precious relic, hail ! 

With time improving, over time prevail! 

And be the fatal period long delay'd, 

Whoſe date ſhall witneſs to thy rites unpaid; 

When but a name to CamnRr1a ſhall be left, 

Of all her honours, all her ſons bereft. 

But truſt the train, let greedy. Fate enjoy 

All ſhe has ſpoil'd, and all ſhe can deſtroy : 

Yet this bright day ſhall live, and this alone 

For more than periſh'd ages can atone; 

While to their ancient ſpirit cleaving faſt, 
Bxrroxs ſhall wear like BzxiToxs to the laſt, 


What though we raiſe no more the ſcepter'd hand, 
Virtue, with empire, has not left our land; 
Without hiſtorians to record our praiſe, 

Without the bard's immortalizing lays; 

The world from better evidence ſhall trace, 
With nobleſt certainty, the Ba TISsRH race: 
From native moral wealth, which pure has run, 
In full inheritance, from fire to ſon, 
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Bright proof of former fame which ſhall remain, 
When ſtone has breath d, and verſe has charm'd in vain. 
What nations, once the wonder of their age, 

Live now no more but in the ſtoried page, 

Far from whoſe bounds the ſciences are fled, 

Whoſe genius, like their languages, is dead! 

Arms, arts, and freedom, late their matchleſs boaſt, 
Gone to exult upon ſome happier coaſt ! 


Where Rowx's ſtern virtue aw'd the ſubject earth, 
The bluſhing ſoil maintains a ſpurious birt; 
Doom'd, for the ſtrong control of TuLLY's tongue, 
To feel th' enervate warble of a ſong; | 
For the firm. majeſty of CaTo's mind, 

For C xs ax's ſpirit, by a world conſin d.,. 
To ſee baſe-ſenſe, and coward paſſion cringe! 
For wiſdom, cunning; fortitude, revenge! 
Arts of the hand or ear prevail alone, 

And uſeleſs manhood barter'd for a tone 


By heavier fates, Io! hapleſs GREECE opprefs'd, 
Mute her ſweet tongue, and cold her martial breaſt l 
Whilſt each tall virtue of her ancient growth 
Dies in the cold damp night of vice and ſloth, 
Paſſions unrein'd, and pow'r that knows no rule, 
Triumph o'er Sol ox's walks, and PLaTo's ſchool? 


Let CamBR1a from theſe ſcenes of change confeſy 
Leſs her decline, her faded greatneſs leſs, 
And as ſhe weeps o'er theſe degen'rate ftates, 
Let her not tax the rigour of her fates, 
But, while the contraſt glooms upon the ſight, 
See her own brighten'd proſpect glow with light. 
As diſtant ruins, mingling with the ſky, 
In ſome fair landſcape faintly meet the eye ; 
Loſt in the fluſh of health, ſo ſcarce appears 
The hurt of CAM BRA from the wrongs of years, 
Superior to the ravages of time, 
The ſame free ſpirit kindles in her clime, 
Still ſhines unſullied that ethereal flame, 
Which lights up glory in the hero's frame; 
Nor rais'd by pride of character alone, 
She boaſts her ſtation neareſt ALRIOx's throne ; 
A prince ſhe boaſts who feels a nation's due, 
And proudly claims to be a Bx1Tox too. 


Rapt at the name, o'er this day's loyal band 
Ingenuous rivals preſſing for his hand, 
As with a pleafing awe his eyes are caſt, 
And his young memory turns to ages paſt, 
Whilſt. all the well-ſeleRed page has taught 
Starts at the view and wakens on his thought, 
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He ſeems with admiration to behold 

His CAamBRI1A's ſpirit, ſo renown'd of old, 
Which urg'd her offspring to the bloody ſtriſe, 
Nerv'd for her ſafety, and profuſe of life ; 

But when they came with conqueſt from they foe, 
Allur'd the tear to guſh at human woe: 

Then through her living ſons, with purer rays 
Tranſmitted, owns this ſoul of ancient days, 


And boaſts ſhe ſtill the ſame ſuperior mind, 
Not ſhrunk or chang'd her genius, but refin'd ; 
As in the poliſh'd marble ſtill remains 
Each beauteous ſhading of its native veins, 
Which, by the ſculptor's art more juſtly ſhewn, 
Atteſts the parent quarry of the ſtone? 


Yes—rob'd in white, advance auſpicious morn, 
Dear to the hopes of ages yet unborn! 
In thy bright hand the patriot-paſſion lead, 

And heav'nly charity, profuſe of deed ! 

With that direR, with this the beam impart, 
And ſhew the triumph of the Burris heart; 
Shew that it is not a barbarian pride 

Which ſevers CamBx1a from the world beſide, 
Becauſe her mountains, fix'd by nature's hand, 
Frown the unconquer'd bulwarks of her land: 
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Shew tis that ſenſe of int'reſt underſtood, 
Which blends the private with the focial good ; 
Tis the ſtrong thought which urges on the mind, 
From friend to nation nation to mankind, ' 


Far then be he, a Bai roꝝ but in part, 
| Frugal of zeal, who pours but half his heart; 
Or he who, victim of diſhoneſt ſhame, _ 
Eludes the debt behind the abandon'd name ; 
Or he who deems the motto'd leek's diſplay 


Diſcharges all the duties of the day ! 


But, is there one, who dares\to be ſincere, 
Whoſe lib'ral hand can make his heart appear, 
Whoſe virtuous life ennobles more than blood, 
With whom alone *tis greatneſs to be good ? 
Him, and but him, of ſuch exalted ſoul, 

This day among her votariſts ſhall enrol. 


With youth, with fortune, favour'd Rice, tis 
thine, | 

High onthe lit of patriot fame to ſhine ; 

To prove thyſelf of that illuſtrious ſource, 

Whoſe ſtreams * 5 have maintain d their 
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And flowing pure through many a princely vein, 


Devolve to run through thine without a ſtain: 


Behold, thy country's genius waits to blend 
The names of Bx r rox and the Orphan's Friend, 


Go, then—let charity uncenſur'd ſteal 
One ſacred hour from Bx1Ta1n's general weal ; 
Go—and abſolve thy CamBr1a's juſt demand, 
Go—with the good of thouſands in thy hand ! 


Oh, could I follow but my natal hour, 

| Beſtow'd the wiſh, and then withheld the power! 
Yet, ſtill above neceſſity's control, 

My panting heart attends thee to the goal; 

Bleſt in its zeal, to animate the ſlow, 

Or twine a wreath for the victorious brow. 


Haply my muſe may wake ſome languid ear, 
And ſpur the youth that ſlackens his career; 
Haply in ſuch an age her honeſt lays, 
Ungiix'd with flatt'ry, ſhall be counted praiſe! 
For nobly ſhe diſdains to ſue for fame, 
On terms that truth and honour might diſclaim ; 
Nor, of another palm ambitious ſings 
Than what from virtuous emulation ſprings, 
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TO FLAYIA, 
ON 
HER WEARING RED IN SNOWY WEATHER, 
AND 


AT A TIME OF GENERAL MOURNING. 


Warn ſorrow, at the throne's command. 
Waves her black enſign o'er the land, 
Ah! why, unconſcious of the ſoften'd ſcene, 
Unconſcious of the pow'r to wound, 
That walks within her eye's bright round, 
Will FLav1a in the garb of war be ſeen ? 


Du 


As in majeſtic ſtate you glow, 
And o er the boſom of the ſnow 
Yourſelf a lambent flame you trail, 
You ſeem the ftar—in dread diſplay, 
Which ſweeps along the' milky way 
Its ruddy lopgitude of tail. * 
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The ſparkling ſtranger from the ſkies 
Shakes its bright locks, and ſheds ſurpriſe 
On trembling man, and teaches kings to fear ; 
Pale nations watch the great portent, 
Uncertain of the fates intent, 
With famine, or with plague, to waſte the year, 


Scar'd at the lordly wanderer's train, 
Each ftar within heaven's kindled plain 

In conſcious dimneſs now withdraws its head ; 
And thus the tribe of meaner fair 


Behold your dazzling beams from far, 
And touch'd with envy, ſhame, and fear, recede, 


The fiery mail, too cruel fair! 
Ah! when will FLav1a ceaſe to wear? 
When will this deathful conflagration ceaſe ? 
What happy moment will produce 
The milder tint's requeſted truce, 
And loyal FLAvIA ſhew the flag of peace? 
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Wovlp yau meet, without diſguiſe, 
The ſoul that welcomes in the eyes; 
And invites the feaſt to ſhare 5 
Which love and harmony prepare ? 


Come, where competence is wealth; 
Come, where temperance is health ; 
Where tongues are void of art and fear; 
Where love makes ſummer all the year! 
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Bleſt inhabitants, who know 
Eden's bliſs, without its woe! 
Nothing they can enjoy deny'd, 
All, they ought to aſk, ſupply'd. 


Round their paths the ſeaſon pours 
Sweeteſt odours, ſweeteſt lowers; 

But diviner ſweets than thoſe | 
Their blooming boys and girls diſcloſe, 


Welcome all who dare approve, 
Innocence and mutual love! 
And, to bleſs the approving few, 
Here, Hymen, light thy torch anew. 
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AN KLEGY 
| To 
THE MEMORY OP A FRIEND, 


WRITTEN A YEAR AFTER His DEATH. 


——— Out pudbr of juftitie force 


Ar midnight hour, why gleams with ſullen ſweep 
Thy viſionary form acroſs my mind, 

To ſcare me from the ſoft embrace of ſleep, 
And chill me, waking, with thy frown unkind ? 


Com'ſt thou ſevere my tardineſs to chide, 
With ſtern reproach for many a trifling ſong ? 
Methinks I hear thee ſay, If thou hadſt dy'd, 
had not left thee thus unwept ſo long! 


Forgive, dear ſhade, if twelve long moons are fled 
Since to the earth thy dear remains we gave, 

(Tho' witneſs Heaven how much my heart has bled ) 
Nor yet my pious muſe has dreſt thy grave. 


While lighter ſorrow prompts th' impaſſion'd ſtrain, 
Severer—all the powers of fancy ſtints; 

The flower, that drown'd would die beneath the rain, 
Drinks the thin dew, and ſpreads its brighter tints. 


And how could I inſult thee with a lyre, 
Whoſe ſtrings had not forgotten yet the lays 
Which love and youth united to inſpire, 
When health and pleaſure frolick'd through our 
days. . 


By many an agonizing groan betray'd, 
By many a ſuffocated figh confeſt, 
(Thy rites, not unremember'd, tho* unpaid), 
Thy memory long was buried in my breaſt, 


But now, my breaſt gives up its dead to riſe, 
And pierce new-born through grief s ſurrounding 


gloom, 
As thy own duſt when ſummon' d to the ſkies, 
Awak'd, ſhall ſpring exulting from the tomb, 
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Pain's recent ſting, beyond endurance keen, 
Sheath'd in the balm of years, forgets to rage, 
And grief's ſtern form, through time's ſoft amber 


To melancholy mellow'd, may engage. 


Then, recolleRion, all the ſcene recall, 

And bid each kind endearment to return 

Which link'd our hearts, for I can bear them all, 
In grief ecſtatic, whilſt I claſp thy urn 


Recall the muſic of the early horn, 

The tale well-form'd our wand'rings to deceive; 
When roſy exerciſe awak'd the morn, 

Or ſocial converſe led us out at eve. 


The ſpot reviſit where our youth was ſpent, 

Where joys were for maturer years prepar'd ; 
Where I had wiſh'd to live and die content, 

To ſhare thoſe pleaſures, had thy life been ſpar'd, 


There in each hill, each valley, and each tree, 
That riſes frequent on my ſad review, 
Never to fade, I mark each fair degree 
By which our friendſhip to perfection grew. 
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Their ſhadowy arms where yon twin beeches throw, 
Oft haſt thou caught thy fav'rite Homz's rage, 
As oft exchang'd it for the temp'rate glow, 


The milder rapture of the ManTvuan ſage. 


There, fir'd by thee, I firſt eſſay d to ſing, 
My earlieſt ſtrain is dated from that ſhade, 
And there, temptation to retouch the ftring, 
The fimple verſe thy candid ſmiles o erpaid. 


Oft have we plann'd the pine's umbrageous rows, 
Where opens to the wind yon naked plain; 
And many an oak to fancy's eye aroſe, 
The future ſhelter of the Dryad train. 


In ooze obſcure, where yonder Naiad ſleeps, 
Or in the covert of the hazel ſhade, 
Where, ſcarce awake, ingloriouſly ſhe creeps, 
Weplann'd the torrent fall of the caſcade. 


Twin'd like our hearts, where yonder boughs unite, 
With care we trimm'd the arch of the alcove, 

A ſhade devoted to the pure delight 
Of nobleſt friendſhip, and the chaſteſt love. 
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It falls—for ah! what hand will now ſupply - 
The culture to mature this fair retreat ? 
No more, alas! beneath the mutual eye, 
The meditated ſcenes ſhall riſe compleat, 


Hills, vales, and groves! ye but retain a name; 
Scenes once belov d, ye boaſt no charms for me! 
So joyleſs now, ſay, are they till the ſame, 
Or did they borrow all their charms from thee? 


"Twas not that other vales were not ſo fair, 

Twas not that other ſtreams leſs clear were found; 
Twas not that richer ſweets perfum'd the air, 

Thy preſence only, mo it fairy ground, 


Friendſhip like thine, to ZzMBLa's waſte of ſnow 
Could all the beauties of the ſouth impart, 

No fiekly ſhoot! in any clime would grow 
The vig'rous native of thy Roman heart. 


Yet was it here of ſuch excelling price, 
A hoard thy philoſophic boſom glean'd, 
And was it here, untainted with its vice, 
Thy young affections from the world were wean d! 
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Here ſtill ſome inſpiration may remain, 
Thy ſpirit here may loiter for my ſake ; 
And ev'ry object yet enough retain, 
To keep thy fair example ſtill awake. 


Each wonted ſcene then conſtant I'll frequent, 
And leave each giddy vain purſuit behind ; 
Delightful ſolitude ! if thou be lent | 
In heavenly viſions whiſp'ring to my mind. 


The ſtinted portion of the world's renown, 
Teach me from conſcious virtue to ſupply ; 

Teach me alike on fortune's ſmile or frown 
To turn, with reſignation in my eye. 


By truſt in Heav'n, each anxious wiſh compos'd, 
Teach me thy life, from thankleſs murmurs free, 
And on the boſom'of my God repos'd, 
Teach me to ſmile'away my life like thee, 


What tho” thy genius led thee to admire 
The filent joys which charm the good and wiſe, 

And bade thee in the prime of youth retire, 
And pomp and vain applauſes to deſpiſe. 
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Yet not auſtere, nor of the cynic band, 
Thine was the feaſt of ſoul from crowds apart; 
Far as thy fortunes ſtretch'd thy bounteous hand, 
Wide as th' extended world thy ample heart, 


The flower, ſpring's daughter, fed with Heay'n's beſt 
dews, 
And woo'd by zephyrs which unfold her dyes, 
Thus far from man's worn path her perfume ſtrews, 
Thus breathes her ſecret incenſe to the ſkies, 


What tho', my friend, unhonour'd be thy tomb, 
No pious verſe, nor living matble there, 

Well may'f thou, favour'd with no vulgar doom, 
The pride of epitaph and ſculpture ſpare. 


Yes, while maturing for their ſecond birth, 

Thine atoms reſt beneath th' unnotic'd clod, 
The muſe ſhall point to man the hallow'd earth, 
The virtues lift it to the care of God! 
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ON 


HEARING THE NEWS 
| . 
LORD LYTTELTON' RECOVERY, 


AFTER A SEVERE ILLNESS, 
WHEN 


WRITING THE FOREGOING ELEGY, 


— Pendent opera interrupts, 


VIRG, 


Wuar ſudden ſpell has ſeiz d upon the lyre! 
In diſtant ſighs the notes of grief expire; 

And for LxsAND ER, ere they ceaſe to flow, 
What wanton joy intrudes upon my woe! 

With ſtep unguarded has the harmonious maid 
Beyond the limits of her empire ſtray'd ; 

And dar'd, uſurping on the mourner's gloom, 
To pierce the dreary neighb'chood of the tomb ? 
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Audacious were the treſpaſs, if ſhe came 
Some light fantaſtic meſſage to proclaim; 
But on the wings of rapture ſhe arrives, 

And bears expreſs that LyTTELToN revives. 


1 
\ 
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I! 
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Long had ſhe miniſter'd around his bed, 
Mark'd the faint pulſe, and ſtay'd the languid head; 
Nor yet untir'd withdrew her lenient hand, 

Nor yet forſook her melancholy ſtand ; 

Till Health, at laſt, with freſh recruits appear d, 

O'erpaid her ſervice, and reliev'd her guard. 

Came ſhe all fragrant with Pex z an dew, 

And kiſs d the top of HyBLa as ſheflew; 

Or gather'd native balm from HacLey's plains, 

Where till the clime his Lucy's breath retains ? 
See ſpring, in tribute to her ſacred pow'r, 
Wears earlier green, and haſtens every flower: 
That'ev'ry friend to Bx1TA1N, and the Nine, 
May cull the yotive wreath to deck her ſhrine. 
See! the Muſe waves me, chides my want of zeal, 
A moment then, bleſt ſpirit, let me ſteal, 
Without a crime, from thy deſerted bier, 
Without a crime, defraud thee of a tear. 
This truce from grief permit, and I'll return 
To pay th' unfiniſh'd duty at thy urn. 
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Methinks I ſee thee, leaning from above, 
With angel-ſmile the pious fraud approve ; 
As if t were profanation to employ 

A ſingle ſtrain on any thought but joy; 
And when a nation aſks a ſmile ſincere, 

To let a private ſorrow interfere ; 

For well thy patriot boſom knew to loſe, 
In gen'ral good, thy own or partial woes; 
And felt revers'd the ſentiment prevail, 
Domeſtic joy, a feather in the ſcale. 
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LEFT 
ON A LADY": TABLE, 


A8 
AN APOLOGY FOR NOT WAITING 
TILL 


HER RETURN FROM THE PLAY OF ELFRIDA, 


Farx would I ftay, but for the Muſe's ſake 
Thoſe ſacred moments I muſt not profane; 


When each fine feeling of the heart's awake, 
And the eye ſwells, to honour Mason's ſtrain, 


Cruſh not the ſoft emotions in their birth, 
Nor let me urge my viſit to a crime, 
'The vacant mind, with its officious mirth, 
Might break ſome gath'ring drop before its time. 
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Delightful feaſt but dangerous twere to ſtay, 
A heart like mine forebodes a thouſand fears; 
Beauty like yours is powerful every way, 
But ah! how irreſiſtible in [ 


* 
«a 


K * 
N * 
4 - . 


2 N 


MY WILL. 


1774. 


Liar the world ſacrifice a will 
To mind diſeas d and body ill; 
And let, it in their own defence, 
Be the laſt act, but penitence. 


Ere death expand his hungry jaw, 
Or clouded reaſon ſtrike an awe, 
T'll with the needful form comply, 
Whilſt youth and fancy light my eye; 
Whilſ, thanks to Heav'n, tho? thin almoſt 
As any greyhound, I can boaſt 
Sound nerves, and with itſelf a mind 
As much at peace as with mankind : 
This firing of rhymes my laſt bequeſt, 


POEMS, 


As if 1 had a plum to give, 
Or meant to die as rich as CLIVꝝ, 


That friends and kinſmen may not fight 


About the ſplitting of a mite. 
Then, muſe, forgive me, if my lays 
Be buckram'd in attorney's ſtays. 


IurRIMIs, when I leave the day, 
That debt abſoly'd which all muſt pay, 
I give the vital ſpark within, 

Its luſtre not extin with fin, 

Safe in the hand from whence it came, 
To kindle into heav'nly flame; 

And in diſtinction to the clod, 

Rich with the ſterling ſtamp of God, 
To decent burial I conſign 

This care-worn ſkeleton of mine ; 
That, ſafe within the womb of earth, 
And quick'ning for its ſecond birth, 


Fearleſs of HunTzx's barbarous knife, - 


Which murders, tho' it takes no life, 
It may in awful lumber wait 
The fignal of accompliſh'd fate. 


IrzM, as neither lands nor mines 
My heirs ſhall cumber or aſſigns, 


1 
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For all the landed claim I have 
Lies in my title to a grave; 
And who would covet to be heir 
To an exhauſtleſs mine of care ?) 
No profligates to grudge my breath, 
No minors panting for my death ; 
I leave the bliſs of ſuch a lot 
To him who countleſs hoards has got, 
Which diſſipation ev'ry hour | . 
Eyes, with mouth wat ring to devour; 
The latent miſchief curs d to . 
Or at his board or in his f | 
The midnight hand that makin fleep, 
The venom ſubtly taught to creep, | 
With all its lurking, ling'ring train | 
Of pains and deaths through ev'ry vein, 
Who, when the fated hour is near | 
Which comes to bleſs th' impatient heir, 
Would barter all his gold to be, 
Poor as I am, enrich'd like me; 
And the kind ſoothing of a friend 


Tons formal dilneſs, hence, s 
And all the law's impertinencel- Þ 
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Be goods and chattels left behind 

To pay my creditors aflign'd, 

And no leſs dividends go round 

Than twenty ſhillings in the pound : 
That after death my corpſe may have 
No other priſon but the grave. | 


And, if my counſel's worth the leaving, 
Tis his who wants it, for receiving; © 
Nar let the youth who, 1 | | 
Precipitates into expence, | 
Scorn by a leſſon to be tavghe, | 
Which ſad experience dearly bought: 
That not the tortures of the wheel 3 
Exceed what noble minds muſt feel | 
At fear of duns, or an arreſt, : 
Or putting friendſhip to the teſt ; 
Which to want's touchſtone but apply, 
The metal, ten to one, will fly. 


To lovely Celia, who has long 
Danc'd in the meaſures of my ſong, 
Whoſe name ſhall vibrate on my lyre 
When death has quench'd her poet's fire, 
The image of myſelf I give, 

From Sm1iTH's ingenious hand alive; 
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Without a feature in diſguiſe, 
With ym ſoul ſpeaking in my eyes. 
As when with tranſport oft I've preft 
The downy pillow of her breaſt; 
Or when her radiant eyes have ſhone 
In fond reflection of my on; 

No tawdry bauble, fond of fight, 
Not of that ftring of coxcomb toys, 
By which the wanton count their joys ; - 
Defiring only to be laid, 
Unoftentatious in the ſhade 

Of that divinely ſweet retreat, 

Where the heart is felt to beat, 

And the twin hills of loye are ſeen 
To heave, and leave a vale between: 
An amulet there to remain 

Againſt the inſolent and vain; 
In pleaſureꝰ's path ſhould fancy roam, 
To call thy giddy wand'rer home ; 

To give to virtue the alarm, 
Slumb'ring perhaps ſecure of harm; 
To prove by all the hours we ſpent 
In bliſsful ſolitude content; 

When not a wiſh intewp'rate ſtray d, 
Our want of fortune to upbraid; 1 
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That only ſympathy of hearts, | 
The bliſs, which poets feign, imparts. | 
And let my faith entail'd deſcend 

Or on the lover, or the friend 

Her choice may honour, to ſupply 

My envied ftation when I die: 

Unleſs I fondly might preſume 

That grief for me would leave no room 
For any paſſion to intrude, _ 
Which might a ſecond love include. 


Then what remains unſettled now 
Worth my attention here below ? 
The only thing which never dies, 
Permitted to eſcape the ſkies, 

Shot from the ſoul's aſpiring flame; 
That ſpark unquenchable, my fame : 
That character which all mankind, 
Or good or bad, muſt leave behind. 
This ſacred charge I recommend 

To the protection of my friend, 

To keep th' entail for ever fair, 
Tranſmitted down from heir to heir: 
Till the laſt audit ſhall adjuſt 

The reſtitution of the truſt; 


And from the guardian's int'reſt' wy 
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The title may revert” to me, 


I'll die in debt to falſehood's tongue, 
For all the ſlander foes have flung; 
Leave them to conſcience and to ſcorn, 
Nor feel the malice I have borne; 
Untouch'd by ſhafts of no avail: 

To enter Virtue's Pelian mail : 
Safe in whoſe adamantine ſhield,. 
I truſt to life's eventful field ; 
Alike invulnerable wait; | 
Not GW or: dreading fr 


To 
ONE OF THE CROWD or 


- FEMALE CHORUS SINGERS, 
* 2 : 

| Ar 

DRURY-LANE THEATRE, 


Ce 
Wan 


Excnantinc fyren! unpropitious, why 

Has fate cotdlmn'd thee of the nameleſs throng ; 
A chorus-finger's ſtation to ſupply, 

Or fill with harmony ſome barren ſong ? 


Haſt thou, to puff, no hireling garret lay, 

No peer to ſtamp a faſhion on thy voice ? | 
But thou mayſt ſrorn the praiſe that ſtoops to pay, 
Scorn baſe diſtinftion of licentious choice! 
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Perhaps unconſcious of thy pow'r to charm, 
Thou art not quick to feel the world's neglects, 

Whoſe boſom owns no pride to take alarm, 
Whom bleſt inſenfibility protects. 


Or rich in each fine feeling, gentle maid, 
And ev'ry gift the world's applauſe to claim; 
Yet may'ſt thou wiſh to loſe them in the ſhade, 
From * 3 __ * fame. 


Thus, in the 1 of youth and ay s bloom, 
Sudden the roſe of young defire grows pale; 
The virgin ſeeks the convent's rigid gloom, 
And nature maſks with ſuperſtitions veil, 


But truſt the maßen not long ſuch. notes as thoſe. 
On inattention ſhall be pour d i in yain,... 

Oer intereſt, envy, ſpleen, and all thy fo. - "IN 
At laſt ſhall triumph the reſiſtleſs rain! 


The critic's ſenſe to juſtice ſhall awake, 
However blunt, howeyer partial grown; 
And call forth infant genius to partake... 


Th foft'riog ee 
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Yet tho' the ſame cold aſpect thou muſt bear, 
However ſanguinely the muſe divine, 

She ſhall not bluſh to lend th' enraptur'd ear, 
Or wiſh in fond return to borrow thine, 


From anguiſh to anguiſh to rove 
Through all the vaſt region of care, 
If to figh, and to doubt, and to fear be to love ; 


Then teach me what 'tis to deſpair. 


Will my charmer conſent to delight, 
With a frown ſhe revokes the kind word ; 
Can the murd'rer's fix d reſolution affright 
So much as the menacing ſword ? 


no 
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THE TEAR. 


As Cz11a, in a penſive mood, 
O'erhung the filent flood, 
r Re I 
But whence it fell 
*Twas hard to tell, 
For all who know the maid, muſt know 
That many a ſource is open there, 
Of pity, joy, and woe. 


The river felt, with conſcious pride, 
The lovely pearl enrich its tide ; 
Then, from the ſhore, 
In triumph down 

The treaſure bore 

Impatient to the main, 
And adds a gem to Ocean's crown 
That makes the monarch vain. 
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TO 
A GENTLEMAN, 

IN RETURN WITH TWO POETICAL EPISTLES 8$1GNED 

SAPPHO, 
ADDRESSED TO HIM, 
AND 
SENT TO THE AUTHOR 10. HS OPINION. 

OF THEM.\ 


W aar erring judgment in the fair, to chuſe 
So rich a ſubject, for ſo poor a muſe! _ 
Be all your own the worth her lines proclaim, 
But praiſe beneath her pen converts to blame. 
Say, is it love, that love, which it ſhould be 
Treaſon to utter without ecſtaſy ? 

Dull, cold, and formal-—No !—with prudent view, 
Her paſſion ſeems to ſcan your purſe, not you. 
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To equal Sa rr Roꝰs, would her muſe aſpire, 

Let ardent tranſport dip her pen in fire; 

To her 'twas given to paint th' advancing bliſs, 
The look—the touch—the tremor—and the kiſs— 
With the laſt joy that thrills—nor did ſhe prove 
Inferior raptures in the rites of love; 

When not alone in fancy warm and ſtrong, 

The Lzs8B1AN more than realiz d her ſong. 

'Tis true, your rhyming fair, wWhoſe numbers creep 
Dull as the ſtream that bathes the cave of ſleep, 
Howe'er unequal in the tuneful art, 

May rival Sare8o in the wanton's part. 
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Warrsr art to copy nature ſeeks, 
And curiouſly her work diſpoſes, 


Her brighteſt hues, when near your cheeks, 


Seem faint beneath thoſe livelier roſes, 


But will the flow'rs, which now diſplay d, 
Baſk in the ſunſhine of your eye, 

Not pine beneath the, hoop's deep ſhade, 
In ſad obſcurity—and die? 
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Yes and inſtructed by their doom 
Of pow'r like yours let man beware; 
Your ſmile can ſpread hope's gayeſt bloom, 
Your frown can ſhrink it to deſpair, 
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A GENTLEMAN 
SITTING BETWEEN HIS WIFE 
AND 


A LADY HE ONCE PAID HIS ADDRESSES TO. 


ol 
* 
\ 
\ 
\ 


Berwzzn his wife, and former love, 
As ſheepiſhly LoTaario fits, 
His breaſt what varying paſſions move, 
RANGER and BZN EDI by fits! 


The conſtant huſband triumphs now, 
*Tis cara ſpoſa, dove and dear : 

He turns—the rake diſclaims the vow 
To ſtick to mutton all the year. 
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By rival eddies thus a feather 
Diſputed have I often ſeen, 

Now half in this, now half in t'other, 
Yet, undecided, toſs'd between. 
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THE CUCKOLD 


PACIFIEDs 


Wren B—y, faithleſs to his bed, 
Perceives his truant wife, f 

(The monſter creeping o'er his head) 
He threats the adult'rer's life. 


But merchants, as they buy and ſell, 


Perhaps are bought and ſold, 
The culprit cries—ſo riſks the ſpell, 
And tips his horns with gold. 
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The cuckold huſh'd the ſpreading tale, 
Nor longer ſat on thorns : 
Thus fretting tickle but a ſnail, 
The creature hides its horns, 
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| _—Y 
INVITATION TO A LADY, 


10 
MEET SOME FRIENDS WHO HAD MADE A PARTY 


AT 
'THE AUTHOR'S CHAMBERS, 
| 
1774 \ 


To-uoxkow the hermit, to honour his hearth, 
Hopes in pilgrimage you will appear ; 

You ſhall find, what is now but a relic on earth, 
A welcome which ſprings from a heart moſt fincere. 


Tho' his roof it is humble, not ſplendid his fare, 
And the wiſh of his heart is confin'd, 

Yet to come as a gueſt, on ſuch terms, can you dare, 
And make up the defect from the mind ? 


POEMS. 3 


Rank, ſplendor, and wealth, may boaſt of a ſpell, 
To enchant all the weak and the vain, 

But, methinks, I behold you juſt entering my cell, 
And humility brings up your train, 
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10 


4 . 


WITH 


THE TRAGEDY OF THE GRECIAN 
DAUGHTER, 


wh 
Ir ſent by me, ſhe dares intrude, 
Think not the Grecian Daughter rude, 
In filial love, and conſcious virtue bold: 
Not unregarded or in vain, 
Through many an age to the humane 
The muſe her mournful hiſtory has told. 


You weep—l greet the generous tear, 

Tho' without pain I could not bear, 
From other ſource, to ſee the ſorrows fall : 

For not a more becoming grace 

Can beauty lend to charm the face, 
Than the ſoft tear that waits compaſſion's call. 
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TRANSLATION 


OF 


SANNAZARIUS': 


EPIGRAM ON VENICE, 


As Venice roſe from wond'ring Apz1a's breaſt, 
NzeeTuNE the miſtreſs of his realms confeſt. 

Now boaſt no more, inſulting Jove, he cried, 
Your ſeven-hill'd grandeur, and Tazyz1An pride; 
If ſo your partial judgment will decree, 

Let T1BzR vaunt his brook before my ſea; 

But view both cities with what eyes you. can, 

Mine rais'd by gods will ſeem, and your's by man. 


POEMS, 


ON 
RECEIVING AN INVITATION TO DINE 


IN COMPANY WITH 


DOCTOR GOLDSMITH. 


Sit bonor et nomen divinis ua. 


\ HOR, 


Wirn more than common joy I join the feaſt 
Where GoLpsm1TH, darling of the nine, is gueſt; 
And, as if PHozBus warn'd me to be there, 

J hail the meſſage with a grateful fear: 

Such is the trepidation which alarms 

The rapt'rous boſom of the youth in arms, 

Who, for renown athirſt, though yet unſkill'd 

In all the martial labours of the field, 

Is proud his gen'ral's orders to purſue, 

And fits his ſpirit for the ſtern review, 


POEMS, 


Had I been bidden to the ſumptuous treat, 
Where art was rack'd for the luxurious great; 
If with the formal ſummons I comply'd, 

To facrifice to luxury and pride; 

Though gold and filver there profuſely ſhone, 
And the mix'd luſtre of each precious ſtone ; 
Yet, without awe or wonder, could I face 
The tinſel pomp, and glitter of the place ; 
Beheld as ſafely with undazzled fight 

As the pale orb which gilds the ſtole of night; 
But when the light of genius from on high 
Flames like the ſun from the meridian ſky, 
Like that which every muſe conſpires to ſhed, 


All-radiant Gol DpsMITRH] on thy favour'd head, 


The dazzling corruſcation plays around, 
And where it ſhines 'tis conſecrated ground. 
As if a magic circle hemm'd thee in, 

And to tranſgreſs it were no venial fin ; 
Thy awful preſence with reſpect I greet, 
Nor paſs thoſe limits with unballow'd feet; 
Then boldly timid, if I dare thy blaze, 
Kindly repreſs the fervor of thy rays ; 


Nor let the plant which aſks thy foſt'ring gleam, 


Meet the harſh fate of too intenſe a beam ; 
But let thy manners and thy muſe agree, 
Soft without weakneſs, elegantly free, 
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Thus, when the mighty thunderer was led 
From his high throne, to ſhare a mortal's bed, 
He bade the terrors of his brow abate, 

And wore his thunders of a ſecond rate. 
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SONG. 


How ſadly from the wither d ſpray 
The falling leaves beſtrew the vale; 

Whilſt nature, as ſhe dies away, 

Is heard to groan in ev'ry gale ! 

Winter, hark ! that ſavage howI, 

Yet I with joy can ſee thee ſcowl, 

And meet thy brow auſtere. 


If mov'd in one unvaried round, 

In every age ſome charms are found, 
And every ſeaſon has its joy. | 

Let ſummer boaſt her choice delights,. 
The cooling ſhade, the flow'ry plain; 

But friendſhip, love, and focial nights,. 

| Are winter in thy 
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10 
A FRIEND, 
: AS 
AN APOLOGY FROM THE AUTHOR, 
FOR ; 


| — 
NOT HAVING PERFORMED HIS PROMISE/OF 
WRITING A POZBTICAL DESCRIPTION. 
| | Bo Þ þ | 
A JOURNEY THEY HAD TAKEN TOGETHER THROUGH 
AN UNPLEASANT PART OF|ENG LAND. | 


F ; 
Soon as I took my pen in hand, 
In promis'd verſe our tour to write, 
A viſion of my native land 
That inſtant paſs'd my fight. 


Quick as the beauteous landſcape flew 
Acroſs th' enraptur'd brain, 

The muſe, tranſported with the view, 
Diſmiſs'd the barren ftrain, 
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For own, my friend, what waſtes oppos d, 
What meagre chalky hills ; 

What ſandy valleys were diſclos'd, 
That ſeem'd athirſt for rills. 


Then why ſhould I, to pain your eyes, 

Such dreary truths convene, 
Which happier ſoon will realize 
My viſionary ſcene. 


Delightful land, of hills and dales, 
Which cleareſt ſtreams diſpart ! 

Nature herſelf reſides in WAL Es, 
But ENGLAND leaves to Art. 
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SONG 
TO THE TUNE or 


«© MY FRIEND AND PITCHER,” 


Crosx in my arms, no more to part, 
Be ſhelter d from the cannon's rattle, 

Where love, on thy reſponding heart, 
Shall beat his charge to ſofter battle. 


Ambition's road let madmen take, 
F0or fame, for riches, ever roving ; 
But why ſhould we long journeys make, 
The buſineſs of whoſe life is loving. 


Conſult the laurel and the bays, 
They'll tell thee fame is but a bubble; 
His gold the nabob ill repays, 
For ruin'd health, loſt peace and trouble. 
Ambition's road, &c, 


INSCRIPTION 
oN 


A SEAT UNDER A DECAYED OAK, 


4A GWYNFRIN, , 


CARNARVONSHIRE, 


OTRANGER, ſuſpend thy ſtep, and, reſting here, 
ReſpeR the honours of theſe reverend arms! 
Here, to the painter's eye, the poet's ear, 
The mute diſcourſes, and the wither'd charms, 


As the hoar ruin awes the ſubject plain, 
Wich majeſty of air, and pride of brow, 
Fancy arreſts and ſhapes the moral ſtrain, 
Flung in ſmall murmurs from the trembling bough. 


«« Three hundred winters have unrob'd the earth, 
Three hundred ſummers deck*d her breaſt anew, 
«« Since the lo herb; my rival, ſaw my birth, 
1 And my weak limbs ve ſus d to bear the dew ; 
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J roſe I ftrengthen'd—bore my ſtate to heav'n, 
« And ſtretch'd a refuge from the ſtorm and heat; 
« *Tis paſt!—I droop!—I fall! —th' inftruftion 
cc given, 
© Go—bear it to the vouxc, the PROUD, the 
© GREAT!” 
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TO 


THOMAS PENNANT, EA 
WHILST 


MAKING HIS TOUR OF WALES, 


Wourrsr thy bold genius tempts thee to explore 
Paths yet untravell'd, ſcenes unknown before; 

To freſhen every trace round CamBR1A's coaſt, 
Of all ſhe had, and yer retains, to boaſt ; 

And in thy paſſion for thy native ſoil, 

Is loſt the ſenſe of danger and of toil. 

Whether thy journey o'er her Alps may lead, 

Or leſs advent'rous o'er the ſubject mead ; 

Waſh'd by that ſtream“ to which Sa RINA gave 
Her name, the purchaſe of a wat'ry grave; 


® Severn. 
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Or near that fount,* whoſe ſalutary flood 

Has purg'd the ſtain of WinirrzDa's blood: 
Where'er it may delight thee moſt to ſtray, 
Admit my muſe companion of thy way. 

If &er unbent thy hardy mind is brought, 

To ſeek vacation from intenſer thought; 

And *twere not to preſume that verſe like mine, 
Should miniſter to leiſure as thine, 

And oh! forgive that in exotic lays, 

A Barron ſhould attempt a Bx1Ton's praiſe. 
Oh! could I ſtring Ax R vuri1n'st epic lyre, 

Or catch one ſpark of TALIESSIx's fire, 

Then to the ſkies my ftrains ſhould bear thy name, 
The bard and language equal to thy fame ; 

But like the torpid paralytic frame, 

Beneath the influence of th' electric flame; 

By Britiſh ſubj : cts nerv d the Saxon tongue, 
Shall feel itſelf with firmer ſinews ſtrung. 


Let SNnowpon's caverns catch the muſe's . 
And teach old Cox wav echoes to rejoice ; 


* St, WinirReD's WELL, Flintſhire. 
+ ANnEvuRIN and TALIESSIN, celebrated Britiſh bards of 
the ſixth century. 
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And let the Dzz imbibe the grateful train, 
Rolling in prouder triumph to the main, 

For lo! a native champion now appears, 

To challenge CAu RIA from the wreck of years, 
And give her to the world's aſtoniſh'd view, 
Reſtor'd to all her greatneſs, dreſs'd anew. 


From Carapoc, triumphant in his chains, 
Through a long ſeries of illuſtrious reigns ; 
To trace the princes of the Camurian line, 
To count her heroes and her bards is thine. 
'Tis thine to ſeek the ſpot, where, ſhrunk to reſt, 
The lion lies, that rag'd in GLy vp]! breaſt ; 
That moſt undaunted hero of his time, 
Like his own mountains, fitted to the clime ; 
And form'd, like them, invincible to ſtand, 
And frown untam'd the bulwark of his land. 
The pangs of dying freedom to recall, 
And dignify the brave LuzweLLIN's fall! 
Or paint Bonpvca, nicely quick to feel, 
And puniſh Row a x violence with her ſteel ! 
Queen, heroine, parent, meeting to inſpire 
Her breaſt with more than Amazonian fire; 
Too much a Bxrrox to ſurvive her wrong, 


Who lives for ever in the poet's ſong. 
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Ye cloud-capt ſummits! ſoften your aſcent 
To meet the traveller, and his toil prevent; 
Ye foreſts more umbrageous be diſplay d, 
And greet him with a reverential ſhade ; 
And when the hand of ſleep his lids ſhall cloſe, 
May pleaſing viſions ſweeten his repoſe ; | 
With ſoft illufion o'er his ſenſes ſtray, 
And be his night the reflex of his day. 
His couch in ſolemn ftate let bards ſurround, 
Whoſe harps with more than mortal airs reſound; 
And whilſt, in all the majeſty of verſe, | 
The viſionary minſtrel ſhall rehearſe, 
Ere gold could bribe, or faction could divide, 
How like one man our fathers fought and died; 


And dying, hop'd a race might ne er ſucceed, 
Afraid to fight for liberty, and bleed ; 

Oft let him ſtart, enraptur'd with the theme, 
F od -/ GPEW 


To trace thy country's glories to their ſource, 
What toils, whatdangers, have not mark'd thy courſe? 
Which to recount, confounds the giddy brain, 

And aſks th' aſſiſtance of a nobler ſtrain; 
E'en fancy ſhudders at the dizzy height, 
From which was ftretch'd thy philoſophic fight. 


POEMS. 127 


To view the torrent which, with headlong _ 
Precipitates adown RHAa1apR's ſteep; 

And foams impetuous on, from rock to rock, 

Deaf ning the whirlwind's leſs ſonorous ſhock, 
Above thoſe vapours, which from vulgar eyes 

Hide the pure ſapphire of the upper ſkies, 

Thou haſt enjoy'd the more unclouded ſcene 

Of Mog FAMMAvU, midſt the blue ſerene ; 

The war of elements beneath thee hurl'd, 

Loft in the diſtant murmurs of the world. 

Fearleſs haſt climb'd PLINLIMMOR's arduous fide, 
Where three fam'd rivers boaſt their urns ſupplied. 
SEVERN and W, in fairy mazes led, 

And Ras1010L ruſhing through his rocky bed, 
Impatient to receive his YsTw1TH's train, 

And make his ſpeedier entry to the main. 

Nor haſt thou ſhunn'd the Cab ER's rigid brow, 
Aw'd by his breaſt of rock, and front of ſnow. 


With ſtep intrepid thou haſt dar'd to tread, | 
Where PxxMANMAWR hung nodding o'er thy head; 
Whoſe ſcars and rifted entrails ſtill diſcloſe, 

Eternal marks of nature's ancient throes ; 
Mountain on mountain, moſt ſtupendous pil'd, 
Gigantic ruin! and convulſion wild! 
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Tremendous path! but yet with pleaſure trod, 
By him whoſe mind it leads to nature's God! 
"Tis thine with curious ſearch through vales profound, 
Where ſcarce a human veſtige can be found | 
To pierce thoſe depths, where once the Druid train 
In jealous darkneſa pour'd the myftic ſtrain ; | 
Where the ſtern prieſt inforc'd and plann d his laws, 
Or hymn'd ſublimely wild, th ETzzxar cavss! 


To'give his proſpect to thy favour'd ſight, 
Lo! Snowpon rears his more acreal height; 
Majeftic Snowdon ! from whoſe regal frown 
Retiring mountains fink in homage down; 
The ſcenes he opens, in remoter lands, 
No other giant-fon of earth commands. 
While the fan'd Alps here weep o'er heroes graves, 
Trampled by It aLy's buifoons and flaves! 
Here ſhade the Ga vr, in blood and guilt involv'd, 
Each link of ſocial unity diſſolv'd. 
Or here the ruſſian Swiss, the ſword who draws, 
The hir'd affaflin of each proffer'd eauſe: 
Thy mountain, Pzxnxanrt, ſees with happier view, 
A blended race the pride of Roms renew; 
Sees his own CAMBRrA ſtraiten d now no more, 
Flow with returning tide round Bx1Tarn's ſhore. 
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Sees arms and arts reſpeR their proper end, 
While theſe improve the land, and thoſe defend ; 
Sees kingly pow'r with man's beſt rights combin'd 
By laws aſſerted, and by laws confin'd; - 

Sees all ſupported, and ſupporting riſe, 
Where, for the whole, th' impartial plan ſupplies 
The virtue of the good, the wiſdom of the wiſe: 
White with the fleece his hills—with grain his vales, 
His peopled ſeas with traffic's pregnant ſails 

Th' exulting monarch ſees, and through the whole, 
While conſcious ſafety ſhoots, prolific ſoul ! 


Views ſcience, genius of the ſcene, ariſe, 


With ſearching eye explore his ſoil and ſkies, 

Court Nature here, and, with ambitious aim, 

Through diſtant realms purſue the flying dame; 

Then to his feet the willing captive lead, 

And thence diffuſe o'er earth her radiant breed : 

Proud SNowpon ſees—and on his PzxxnNaAnT's 
name, | | | 

Careleſs of meaner honours, reſts for fame ! 
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AN ENIGMA. 


Warnce do I come? or whither go? 
That you need not—this cannot know ; 


Let it ſuffice, nor more require, © 
I m often born, and oft expire; 


I ſcarce draw breath, when tyrant fate, 
To bonds ſubjects my infant ſtate, | 
And, in a dark, damp dungeon pent, 
Dooms me unpitied groans to vent ; 
When ripen'd time improves my pow'r, 
I grow more reſtleſs every hour; 
Impatient tread my darkſome round, 


And ſcorn my priſon's narrow bound; 


For freedom, dearer than my life, 


Dire is the conflict, fierce the ſtrife ! 
But ſhould I gain my wiſh'd-for ends, 


Inevitable fate attends : 
Like Sampſon, riſing in his ire, 
I, to avenge my wrongs, expire. 


And, as with ſwans, (or poets lie) 


The voice of death is harmony, 


So I, who all my ſad life long, 


Could never ſing one merry ſong; 
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When to the end of being near, 

With ſprightlier notes ſurpriſe the ear; 
Sometimes in ſhrill Italian ſqueak, 

And oft in hoarſer Engliſh ſpeak; 

But this I'd have you know, in death, 
'Tho' muſical, not ſweet my breath. 
Sometimes, ye fair, I ſtand your friend, 
A freſher roſe to beauty lend z 

And oft a ſofter grace ſupply 

To meek- ey d virgin modeſty, 
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Wen firſt I met I Ess x, the pride of the plain, 
Her eyes ſhone o'erflowing with bliſs ; 
Her boſom throbb'd tranſport when preſs'd to my 
arms, 
And her ſoul iſſued out at St kiſs. 
But ſhe frown'd if I mention'd—To-day ; 
And her cries, 
Mix'd with fighs, 
Were, To-morrow, fond ſhepherd, you may. 


The morrow expected, was witneſs how warm 
I renew'd my fond ſuit to the maid ; 
"Twas languiſhing, fainting, and dying . 
Vet my happineſs ſtill was delay d: 
For ſhe frown'd if I mention d To- day; 
And her cries, 
Mix'd with fighs, 
, Were, To-morrow, fond ſhepherd, you may. 
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But wearied quite out with ſuch tedious * 
The next time I alter d my ſtrain; 
The praiſe of MyRT1LL Aa then dwelt on my tongue, 
And I maſqued all my pangs with diſdain, 
For no longer I preſs'd her to ſtay, 
Till her cries, 
Mix'd with ſighs, 
Were, Then take me, fond ſhepherd, To- day. 
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"TO CELIA, © 
AFTER 


A LONG INDISPOSITION. 


To eaſe my Cz114's breaſt of every pain, 

And give her faded cheek to bloom again, 

Is there from any tree a'balm that flows? 

Is there in any clime a plant that grows? 

Ye pitying angels! only tell me where, 

In holy pilgrimage I'll ſeek it there; 

But where s the flow'r, the herb, the fruit, or tree, 

J have not rifled, like th' induſtrious bee? 

Health flies my anxious ſearch, in vain I ſeek 

, To fluſh the with'ring roſe on CzL1a's cheek, 

l On earth not found what form of pray'r can move, 
And win the ſeraph from the realms above, 

For ſure below ſhe dwells not, or to reſt, 
Where could ſhe find a ſpot like Czi14's breaſt, 


J 
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But witneſs, Heav'n ! what fervent pray'rs I pour 
At morn, at noon, and at the midnight hour, 
For her my life is one continued care, 

My life for her is one continued pray'r. 
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STANZAS 


TO ABERLLEPENNY/S 
kun 
| AUTHOR's RESIDENCE. 


T 11z-noxovr'd lonely pile! tho' in decay 
With wrinkles furrow'd, and in faded charms ; 
Thy followers with thy grandeur worn away: 
I woo thee ſtill, and lock me in thy arms. 


To art tis known that many a modern fair, 
For half her vapid beauties is in debt; 

Then let the thought preſerve thee from deſpair, 
To paint and patch, like them, is left thee yet. 


| 
| A little art may yet reſtore thy face, 
: But then thy many-colour'd wardrobe's gone l 
| Thou poor pluck'd fowl! oh! fad diſgrace! 
So bare, with ſcarce a 1 feather on. 
x. 
| 


* 40 ancient . in 99 belonging to to 
John Campbell, Eſq. 
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Or but a few tail-plymes at moſt, and thoſe 
So ragged grown, juſt dropping off, 
Sufficing more thy barenneſs to expoſe, 
And more to mark thee to the trayeller's ſcoff. 


But, metaphor apart, thy walls behind 
A few tall miſerable pines remain; 
To break the fury of the winter wind, 


A ſort of dingy conſequence they weer 
Like that which many a wretch in town. betrays ; 


Through whoſe vile garb, and ſqualid look, appear 
The marks of faſhion and of happier days! 


Ho vain their boaſt, that better times they knew! | 

That oe ns chi who. h a FATLEKLANp's 
doom, 

And a 

n 2 bloom. 
obs ot nil, @ 

Their nar, their heme, 3 now, 
Save when ſome aged ſwain, who paſſes by, * 

Whoſe head is white with many a winter's ſnow, 
Tells to the young their ſtory with a ſigh! 
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For ſee ! the fell conſpirators are me, 
In gloomy council, meditating fate! 10 

See! how the axe implacably they whet, 700 
Reſoly's 'd to undermine their boaſted ſtate! 


Stay, ruffians, ſtay! and will ye not forbear TU * 
Oh! for an eloqitence « of power to charm, | 
And melt a paſſage to the flinty ear, 
Or for a ſpell to blight 1 thi uplifted arm! 


'Tis done! pe ie} Dy hs my 
(And all my words are loſt in empty air! 

Regardleſs of thy hleak, unſhelter'd lot. 
Regardleſs of the ſuppliant e s prayr! 


Yet, when thy joints were knit jn/vigorous prime, 
Thou hadſt a warmer covering to thy back, * 


Sufficient to repel the rig 'rous co = 
Stern E and his vin wd attack. 


What time emboſom een 0 
Proof to the winter's cold, and ſummer's beat, 
| 6 Sacred to ſocial LO, ON 0 


— 


In virgin-modeſty retit d, when thou | 
Met'ſ the enquiring eye through fringe of green; d 
With mellower beauty, as by overs now, 0 
Through curtain d bonnet the « coquette e Is ſeen. 


Perverſe ! yet in old age, when light's let 1. 
Through all the chinks which 55 bis wade, 

Thus to be ſtripp'd 1 unkindly to de q 
And robb'd of all thy Waits ad 


Methinks joy gleams acrofs thy face; to ſee 
The young deſcendant of fome ancient end, 
The thriving promiſe of a future tree. 
Impatient to protect, his arms extend. 


Diſmifs the flatt's ring hope, for ev 'ry | ſhoot 
The owner of the ſoil is pleas'd, to ſpare, 

The vaſlal- hind unfecling, to up-root, 
With inſolence unparallel'd ſhall date. 


From confcious fliame, not Bun, ths public eye, 
Thy broad oBtraſive nudity to hide, | 
On the firſt covering known if thou rely, 
A leaf to make it {catte can be fopply'd. 
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Oh! could the maſter of this ſpot behold 
Its deſolation, and its fate ſevere, ; 
Or could the wretched tale, which I unfold, 

Be ſuffer'd to approach his lib'ral ear. 852.4 


(For he has feſt the fierce S1x6Co's breeze, 
What time on BzrTaty tarn'd with aching eye; 
He mourn'd the diſtante of his native trees 
And the cool air that fans à BA TT In ſky.) - 


Or would the lovely partner of his heart * 
Vouchſafe, in her purſuit of the ſublime; | 

With her angelic preſence to impart \ - | 
An earlier ſummer to this'backward clime. 


Full well I ween they'd ſtay the woodman's hand, 
Th' exulting ſylvans ſhould no longer bleed, 
And for the havock done, at their command, 
Foreſts yet more luxuriant ſhould ſucceed. 


Too long divided from each other's arcs, 
Then art and nature ſhould again convene ; 

The landſcape ſhould revive in all its charms, | 
And for her magic pencil fit the ſcene, — 
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Then, hapleſs manfion ! ſhould thy ſhatter'd walls 
Reſume their ſplendor, and attract the gaze; 
The harp again be heard within thy halls, - 
And on thy hearths the ſocial pile ſhould blaze, 


Yet if fate doom thee ſtil to cold neglect, 
Like me, an outcaſt to misfortune's; rage, 

' With no kind hand to cheer, thee, in reſpeRt 
Jo all thy former honours and thy age. 
For health, for peace, to me ſor ever dear, 

penſive Pll tread thy ſolitary round, 
Sigh to thy echoes, whilſt the muſe's tear 

Shall oft be ſhed to bathe the Dryad's wound 
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THE 
GENIUS OF HAFOD. 
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Written at HArov, the: ſeat of Tnouas "EF, 26. in 
1787, and meant as an bee eee ANY hare. 
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Fox ua flaves of art, avant! 
This is Nature's ſecret haunt N. 7 
The genius of the landſcape I, 

Guard it—with a jealous eye. 

Guard it that no footſtep rude, 

Upon her privacy intrude, 

Here, with myſtic maze, her throne 

Is girt, acceſſible to none 

But to the highly honour'd few, 

To whom I deign to lend my clue; 

i And chief to him who in this grove 

bt Devotes his life to ſhare her love : 

we From whom ſhe ſeeks no charms to hide, 

4 For whom ſhe throws her veil afide; 


Inſtructing him to ſpread abroad, 
Scenes for SaLvA rox or for CLaups, 


Far, far from hence, let Bxow x and Eames, 
_ Zigrag their walks, and torture-ſtreams; 
- Orviolate my Naiad train; 

Nor let their arrogance invade 
And with fantaſtic knots diſgrace 

The native honours of the place; 

Making the veteran oak give Way, 

Some ſpruce exotic to diſplay.—— 

Their petty labour be defy'd, 35K 

Who taſte and nature would divide. 
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Your harſh commands, 
Yet call the ſentence.not ſevere; 


Nor ſhall a ling'ring look betray . - 


The ſmalleſt wiſh to diſobey. 


The world, without diſtinction, bleſs, 
With borrow'd character and dreſs, 
And let me never join that train, 
Who think you faireſt when you feign. 
But when yourſelf you reaſſume, 
Reverſe the rigour of my doom. 
| When free from every mean diſguiſe, 
The ſoul ſtreams radiant from the eyes; 
Then, with the miſer's ſelfiſh mind, 
I'd wiſh each ray to me confin'd. 
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Aſuring me that, at a PI towards her 
 Tefidence in the country, her eyes were directe to mine. 


As late I mourn'd the cruel ſpace 
N 
And turn d my ftraining fight to thee ; 
As if thy eyes the moment knew. 
So ſympathetically true! 
And were they, . bent on me? , 


But, Poon oth were they taught te to move 
By laws of ſympathy and love, 
Tortur'd on fancy's rack like mine? 
Or were they traverſing, the void, 
To fix, by whim alone decoy'd, 
More kind by error than deſign? 
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TO MY "FRIENDS, 
Mz. AvD Mas. CHARLES SYMMONS, 


ON 


THE ANNIVERSARY OF THEIR 
WEDDING-DAY, 


Woerr may the wretches who complain, 
And clank the matrimonial chain; 
Wiſh to oblivion to conſigg 

The fated hour, when hands alone, 


Not blending hearts, were join'd in one, 
Pale victims at Ambition's ſhrine. 


The torch of Hymen ſoon expires, 
Lighted at any other fires 

Than thoſe which feed the lamp of love: 
Nor ever in her baleful hand, 
Erynnis ſhook a fiercer brand 

Than ſuch a ſpurious torch will prove. 
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But they who, to the altar led, 

Like you, from pureſt motives wed, 
Ne'er blot this day with ſorrow's tear: 

Nor low'rs upon their haggard brows, 

For broken or extorted vows, 
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Of much offended Heaven the conſcious fear. 


Bleſs'd pair | whom, fide by fide, 
No jarring intereſts divide ; 
No painful ſhackles gall or bind, 


But wreaths like thoſe with which the loves 


Yoke to their mother's car, the doves, 
United only, not confin d. 


| | | 
Around your happy pillow glows, | 
Without a thorn, love's bluſhing roſe, 
Which, pluck'd, has not a pow'r to wound ; 
Not yours that-inſubſtantial joy | 
Which will, if only taſted, cloy; 
For love, by chaſte defire; is crown'd. 
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Wurx Heaven firſt gave BRITANNA'S ** 
Jo riſe above the ſubject waves b 


More brightly freedom's ſceptre ſhone, - 
Oppos'd to Gallia's Jand of flaves.” 
Thus Bz1Ttons were, by nature's . deems, 
ANTIGALLICANS to ber [ 7 | S ; . 2 


$4 
r . 
: 


n 1 i 

as Since this W tg is beer of 
the rights of man has taken place in France, which ſtamps 
the name of ANTIGALLICAN With n impreſũ oa very 
different from that which it formerly bore in this coun- 
try ; and, as the author once wiſhed to give it currency in 
his native land, he is now diſpoſed, moſt zealouſly, to de- 
preciate it. While France continues to employ, in the 
defence of liberty, the ſame degree of ſpirit that ſhe ex- 
erted to obtain it, ſhe will command the reſpect of the 
world; and every BAI rox muſt unite with the author 
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Proud Fax E may boaſt, that ſhe imparts 
Gewgaws and toys to pleaſe the fair ; 
That we adopt her flimſy arts, 

To trim our coats, and twirl our hair; 
But BRITISH hearts, and Bx1T15H heads have we, 
ANTIGALLICANS to be. 


Aſk ye who bled on Cressr's plain, 

And deep the GaLLi1c lilies dy'd ; 

When Hawk rode ſoy'reign of the main, 

Who tempeſts and lee-ſhores defy'd ? 

Then let our foes, and let them, trembling, hear 
ANTIGALLICANS they were. | 


in venerating her name. The noble effort which broke 
the ſhackles of this great nation, has been branded by 
a character of high political and literary eminence, ag 
the triumph of a bloody and ferocious democracy, over a king 
who was going to ſet his people free! That the revolution in 
our neighbouring kingdom has been ſtained with ſome 
exceſſes, is more juſtly the ſubjeR of regret than of ſur- 
prize. Every great convulſion in a large political body, 
how beneficial ſoever may be its conſequences, muſt be 
attended with temporary and partial evil, To wait for 
liberty from the liberality of kings, may be part of the 
ſyſtem of the theoretic politician, but ſuch contemptible 
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Sad price for paltry ſtars and ſtrings, © DAN 
When venal ſenators their birth- right ſell, 
And Bz1Tain's limitable kings 
Shall into GaLL1c monarchs ſwell. 
The patriot arm, that dares to ſet us free, 
ANTIGALLICAN-muſt be. 


Let dying liberty deplore 


Corruption's too prevailing hand ; 
And tyranny, from ſhore to ſhore, 
CoLoss us. like, beſtride the land. 


Still unſeduc'd our hearts—ſtill bold and free 
ANTIGALLICAN ſhall be! 


trifling cannot reſtrain the energy of thirty millions of 
people riſing with impatience to demand the IAT A- 
RIGHT OF-MAN! | 


THE 


TEARS OF CAMBRIA". 


Ino in corde pudor, mixtoque inſania luctu. 
| þ VIRG. 


Ox that fair morning, to atteſt their line, 

When Bz1Toxs offer at their country's ſhrine; 

The lyre I ſeiz'd, to pour the votive lay, 
And yield its annual honours to the day. 

While, to enforce the poet's tuneful art, 

A croud of paſſions throng'd around my heart ; 

The firſt ſweet ſcenes my ſtranger ſenſes knew, 

The clime which breath'd the firſt ſoft air I drew r; 


A ſtrange prohibition to addreſs his Royal Highneſs 
the PRINCE or WALzs, on the iſt of March, 1972, as 
uſual for the nobility and gentry of the Principality to 


do on that day, gave riſe to this poem; to make which 


intelligible, at this diſtance of time, it was neceſſary to 
ſay thus much, as it might be-impertinent to ſay more, 
eſpecially as the author has lived to ſee his predictions of 


a certain illuſtrious Perſonage amply verified, 
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The fondling father's neck ſo oft careſt, | 

The lap that bore me, and the foſt'ring breaſt : 

All that the cares of earlier life beguil'd, 

All that inform'd the youth, or ſooth'd the child, 

Roſe to my raptur'd fight—and the bright viſion 
ſſmil'd. 


But ſhort the tranſitory gleam prevail'd, 
Too ſoon and ſudden the ſenſations fail'd ; 
Mix'd with the echoes of a neighb'ring groan, 
Each note expir'd in ſome ill-boding tone. 
When CampRia, girt with all the pomp of woe, 
Advanc'd with ſteps majeftically'flow ; 

Dim through her tears beam'd forth the heavy eye, 
Lixe the ſun fick'ning in a wat'ry ſky. | 
Sad as ſhe view'd her native harp unſtrung, 

= Her ſpear and ſhield, which down negleRed hung, 
1 While each reſponding ornament partook 
The ſad contagion of th aflicted look ; 
| Faint ſhew'd the ruby lion on her breaſt, 
1 And faint the blazon of the hiſtoric veſt. 

| 


Ao 2 
— — 


Gods ! when his country groans, unnat ral, where 

Lives the baſe wretch who bars th' unwilling ear, 

Deaf to the voice of that o ex · ruling po] r,, 

Whoſe force commences with outnaubhour, 
7 manlquno, 


# 
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To the faint pulſe of ebbing life ſhall cleave, - 

And laſt of nature's pangs the breaſt ſhall heave. 
Such patriot inſtinct check'd my growing ſtrain, 
And mute attention ſtiffen'd ev'ry vein ; 

As CAM BRIA thus (tears mingling with her words, 
Which fell and lax'd the ſympathetic cords : 


Mute be the lyre of fame ! where vice prevails; 
Faith, honour, virtue, paſs for fairy tales; 

Then check thy plaufive hand, my ſon, forbear 

To build the ſtructur d praiſe with fruitleſs care; 

Though it be rais'd upon thy country's love, 

Though all my foes the fabric ſhould approve, 

Though truth and grace unite to form the ſtyle, 

This day's diſhonour would o'erturn the pile ; 

This day, on which my loyal ſervice ends, 

When Faction, ſmiling, hears that zeal offends. 

When Bz1iTain's prince, reluctant, from his throne 

Subſcribes to precepts how unlike his own ! 

Or art thou, in the muſe's calm retreat, 

By Heaven kept ſacred from the proud and great! 

Art thou to learn from whence theſe forrows flow, 

What dims my features with this cloud of woe? 

Then hear, and jet thy tender notes prolong 

The ſad complaint which aggravates my ſong ; 
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| That the court ſhuts for ever on my train, 
| And all my duteous ſons ſhall knock in vain; 
1 That Ba uNswick's hope, O wiſdom dearly bought! 
| Learns that to love his people is a fault. | 


[ Officious Fame too ſoon alarm'd my ear, 
Unneryv'd my pride that ſhould have ſtopp'd the tear. 
Yes—T ſhall lodge the prohibition deep, 

But far from courts ſeclude myſelf to weep: 
Brood, like a miſer, o'er my hoard of care, 
And grudge the ſympathiſing world a ſhare. 
| \ | 
Now what avails that to their merits juſt, 
Thy muſe re-animates each hero's duſt ; 

That with the poet's or the prophet's ſight, 

Thou trace my fame through paſt or future night ; 
Contempt will ſpread her chilling ſneer around, 
And obloquy's loud laugh increaſe its ſound ; 

To hear thee, impotently fond, repeat, 

When worth bore value, that my ſons were great. 


Yet could I once, untir'd, have heard thee ſing, 
And dwelt for ever on the ſyren-ftring ; 
U And, much as grief has quench'd my thirſt of praiſe, 
Ev'n now not proof to ſuch ſeducing lays, 
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Rapt with the noble purpoſe of thy lyre, 

Fain would I catch the ſame congenial fire ; 
Shake off this atmoſphere which clouds my day, 
Io wing with thee the ſame enchanted way; 
Reverſe the ſentence of oblivion's doom, 

And clear the moſs-grown annals of the tomb; 
While, ſummon'd up at Fancy's bright review, 
My bards ſhould fing, my heroes bleed anew | Ii 


But recollected fame will fink my fall, 
And daſh my preſent cup with ſtronger gall. 
Yes rather let ſome kind Lethzan night 
Steal all the ſcene of glory from my ſight ; 
Eraſe the record of the brain, and caſt 
Impervious ſhades between me and the paſt. 


Ye chiefs, who bled ! ye bards, whd/roll'd along 
Th' unbounded torrent of heroic ſong ! 
Illuftrious anceſtry ! who now look down 
On theſe forlorn remaing of your renown! 
If your celeſtial offices allow 
Some pilgrim thought to viſit us below, 
Say, when your eyes, undimm'd with laviſh fears, : 
Pierc'd the long viſta of ſucceeding years, | 
Dropp'd on Fate's book, had ſome tartarean blot | 
Not ſtole its veil o'er this inglorious ſpot, 
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Which dims the luſtre of each ſormer page, 
And ſtrikes its ſhades through every future age. 


Say, would you thus have left me to bewail 
The hard conditions of your great entail ? 
So highly temper'd ! caft in ſuch a mould ! 
Of honour jealous, unſubmitting, bold! 
Curſt with a ſenſe as exquiſitely fine 
As that which quickens o'er the ſpider's line ; 
An eye to lighten! and a cheek to warm ! 
Let but diſhonour's ſhadow give th' alarm. 

\ 

Say, had you not, more providently kind, 
Left me this frame to clothe a vaſſal mind; 
Some dull cold ſpirit, uniformly tame, 
Without a pulſe for glory or for ſhame; 
Patient to crouch beneath the tyrant's nod, 
Or, ſmarting yet, to kiſs Oppreſſion's rod: 
Prepar'd, unfeeling, to ſuflain the brand 
Which this day ſtamps injurious on my land. 


A ſadder ſun ne'er roſe upon theſe eyes, 
Ne'er heav'd this boſom with profqunder ſighs! 
Since that fell day which mark'd, to diſtant years, 
In blood my calendar for ever bears, 
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When the firſt Edward “, with revenge untir'd, 
Of blood infatiate, and by fiends inſpir d, 

The ſword on all my tuneful offspring drew, 
And, deaf to-muſic's ſoft perſuaſon, ſlew. 

But happier they to realms of bliſs remov d, 
Where yet they ſtrike the harps which here they lov'd, 
Than T, with fruitleſs privilege of breath, 
Condemn'd to infult's more aſſlicting death, 


Yet to the world expoſe my ſecret breaft, 
Bring all its inmates to the ſtricteſt teſt : 
There zeal alone my lift of crimes ſupplies— 
And zeal looks treaſon to the traitor's eyes. 
Had e'er my ſons, upon rebellion's fide, 
Their impious ſwords in civil laughter dy d, | , 
My fates were juſt—and guilt would hardly feel | 
Where injur d honour ſuffer'd Da MIN 's wheel. 


King Edward the Firſt, to facilitate his conqueſt of 
Wales, ſtruck at their ancient minſtrelſy, as the root of their 
obſtinate valour, and with an inhuman piece of policy, or- 
dered the total extirpation of the Bards. Yet, inhuman as. 
it was on the principles of Edward's reign, much more juſ- 
tifiable than this unmeaning refinement in politics, which 
is the ſubje& of the preſent poem," 3 
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But where were they when the rebellious North” 
With barbarous licence ſent its legions forth? 
Arm'd for their king, their liberty and en 
Reſolv d to die or conquer. in the cauſe. 
All who had youth or ſtrength the ſword to wield, 
Or took, or elſe contended for, the field; 
And he whoſe limbs the chains of age withheld, 
With envious joy his arming ſons beheld, _ - 
Deplor'd his nerves unſtrung, his hoary head, 

And ſent his pray'rs to combat in his ſtead, 


And are theſe they whom policy\excludes, 
While many a ſmiling foe, uncheck d, intrudes : 
As at the pore by which tranſpires the breath, 
Is oft receiv d the principle of muy ? 


Yes—theſe are they condemn'd to meet the ſneer, 
Which marks the triumph of yon penſion'd peer; 
Who hides, beneath the luſtre of a ſtar, 

'The baſe memorial of a rebel-ſcar : 

1 They whom my Prince is counſell'd to remove, 
Far from himſelf, his honours, and his love ; 

| While to their ſuit he bars th' unwilling ear, 

| And mourns the fate that binds him not to hear; 
| While, with a ſtifled figh, diſmiſs'd they go, 

Their native pride contending with their woe. 
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Ye learned ſtateſmen ſay, what rules can prove 
The Prince's error in his people's love? 
Leſs were the crime to blaſt the year in ſpring, 
Than thus to check the promiſe of the king, 


Yet mark, the hour will come when, unconfin'd, 
My Prince, the ſov'reign maſter of his mind, 
Not through the humours of a fay'rite's eyes, 

Shall ſep'rate truth from falſchood and diſguiſe. 


Then ſhall ye rue the unpropitious hour, 
When you were tempted, in the luſt of pow'r, 
An unoffending nation to expoſe, | 
In all the likeneſs of ſuſpected foes; 
Find, to your coſt, leſs peril to withdraw 
The morſel from the famiſh'd lion's jaw, 

Than with more daring violence control, 
The firſt BS virtues of a prince 's ſoul, 


Yet think not ye, who give theſe tears to ſtream, 
That hope of yielded grace thus prompts the theme. 
Strangers are ye to CaMmBRIa'—for to me 
Unknown the ſuppliant phraſe, the bending knee. 
No !—firmer now ;—like my own mountain oak, 
When it has bray'd the firſt tempeſtuous ſtroke ; 
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More ſix d and rooted to its native rock, 
I ſcorn the ſtorm's reiterated ſhock. 


No! would ye ſue for terms, I ſtill retain 
A ſoul to ſpurn the treaty with diſdain. 
Spare too your pity |—it ſtabs o'er and o'er, 
And makes the recent wound to bleed the more! 
Then, ere another tear rebellious ſtart, 
T'll pluck the idle paſſion Sm mg draxt. 
And you, my children ! triumph o'er your 1 
Revenge to meaner characters belongs. 
Let diſappointed guilt and pride retire, 
Their breaſts all malice, and their eyes all fire. 


But ye! no ſuitors for the world's applauſe ; 
Ye! generous pleaders of the orphan's cauſe ; 
Let each rude paſlion yield to reaſon's law, 
But not unmindful of yourſelves withdraw: 
From kings deſcended, feel the rights of ſway, 


Fit to command, but willing to obey. 


Want you freſh motives to forſake a clime, 
Where truth, like yours, degen'fates to a crime? 
Well might ye pauſe! were ye a lawleſs rout, 
Which, pain'd to hold, your country vomits out: 
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With ſcanty crops had e'er my niggard ſoil 
Poorly repay'd your cultivating toil. 

But health and plenty gladden o'er my fields, 
And men of nobleſt growth your country yields; 
Men whom with warmeſt tranſports ſhe invites, 
To ſhare her native riches and delights, 


Is there a wretch too weak to wean his mind 
From courts and pomp,—who loiters ſtill behind ? 
Abandon'd, each parental throb ſuppreſt, 
Already have I thrown him from my breaſt, 

And let his name contemptuouſly be hurl'd, 
Alien from me, in laughter round the world. 


But come, ye choſen Britons, who can ſhine, 
With genuine luſtre, in your laſt decline; 
And, whilſt IJ in a mother's fond embrace, 
Lock the dear remnant of my failing race, 
Let me implore your ſtrenuous worth to ſtay 


My fading ſpirit, from too ſwift decay. 


What though your prince's court withhold its 
charms, 
Sequeſter'd virtue calls you to her arms. 
Oh! let her bid the head, the heart, the hand, 
Wich the ſoul's fineſt feelings to expand; 
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Give the rais'd pulſe with nobler ſtrokes to beat, 
Teach wealth its uſe, and dignity retreat. 


There let full charity prolific flow, 
Feed with green life the gaſping waſte of woe: 
Viſit your children with unſought relief, 
And ſave the painful bluſh of ſuing grief. 


So ſhall th hiſtorian's page, the poet's lay, 
Reſtore its proper honour to my day ; 
So ſhall your glory, which from virtue ſprings, 
Deſpiſe the partial ſmiles or frowns of kings 
And fince alone the venal ſpirit thrives, 
And only proſtitution ſplendor gives, 
Since now the baſe gradation is the ſame, 
Or to the gibbet or the niche of fame; 
Let thoſe take power who covet to be ſlaves, 
Leave you the plaudit of the world to knaves, 
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Wirn garters and ftars, and diſeaſe, by their fide, 

Whilſt in gay gilded coaches your ducheſſes ride, 

How many a wiſh, and a want's unſupply d, 
Not felt by my Jocky and me, 


Would the fair one, who ſmit with the flaunting 
cockade, 
Hope to honour, through blood, that her lover ſhould 
wade, 
Reflecting not barter this throat-cutting trade, 
For the peace of my Jocky and me. 


'The coxcomb, that butterfly's wing in a ſhow'r, 
The beauty which art dreſſes out for an hour; 
The ſigh for ambition, for riches, or pow'r, 
Are ſtrangers to Jocky and me. | 
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Tus landſcape glows no more—the year 
Feels the chill teeth of winter near; 

See vapours riſe to dim the ſcene, 

The fields prepare to yield their green; 
And the fad dryad of the grove, 
That liſten'd to the linnet's love : 

Or, nightly, wond' ring at the note, 

As Philomela pour'd her throat, | 
Now ſhrieks, as winds her ſhades deform, 
And ſtoops in homage to the ſtorm. 

Ye joys that live in ſummer's reign z 
The fagrance of the flower-dreſs'd plain, 
The charm of birds, the morn that flings 
Unparching freſhneſs from her wings; 
In the cool bower the noon-tide talk, 
And contemplation's evening walk, 
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Farewell! as autumn rules, ye fly 

The menace of his doubtful ſky ; 

Ye ſhun his hoary eyes, that ſcowl 

A ſmile, and dread his wint'ry howl. 

| Where late the ſongſtreſs of the night 
Fill'd the ſoft darkneſs with delight, 

Through deeper gloom her boding ſongs 

The melancholy owl prolongs. 

And hark ! where late the ſhepherd's oat, 

Gave a wildly pleaſing note, 

The ruder horn, with barb'rous ſtrain, 

Affrights the genius of the plain; 

While Nature mourns her alter'd face, 

Spoil'd of her ſummer's florid grace; 

Clad in your ſtole of ruſſet hue, 

Say, Autumn ! wait no joys on you ? 

Yes, ſee ! thy faded brow to cheer, 

The ſocial power ſtands ſmiling near ; 

Who raiſes round the well- pil'd hearth, 

The ſpirit of domeſtic mirth ; 

Or ſeeks ſweet muſic's voice or calls 

Young frolic to the glare of balls. 

. Repine not, Autumn! then deny d 


The ſpring's ſoft breeze, and ſummer's pride: 


Thine is ſociety's delight, 
The ſong, the dance, the feſtive night; 
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All that ſtrengthen human ties, 
The choiceft bleflings of the ſkies. -__ 
2 nature prodigalhy fling 
Her perfumes from the lap of ſpring; 
8 ſummer dreſs in broader day, 
Be mine, pale Autumn! thy decay; 
Their joys ſoon die, but thine ſhall laſt, 
And riſe beneath the winter's blaſt! | 
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